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ADVERTISEMENT. 


-UE Amthap 1 not Boe N 
the Public with this Advertiſement, 


were it not, that ſome .acknowledgement 
for their favour 18 now grown ſo cuſto- 
mary, that his omitting it might have 
ſeemed a want of that gratitude. he feels 
for their indulgent reception of THE 


PRINCE OF TUNIS. 


His teſtimony to the merit of the 
Performers, the umverſal approbation 
of the Audience has rendered ſuper- 
fluous. To ſome of them, however, he 
is under obligations which the general 
voice could not diſcharge; f and it is 
only now that he has an opportunity 
The MANAGER 


will accept of his thanks for the par- 


of declaring them, - 


_ ticular attention which hz paid to the 
4 2 preparing 


Mayo os as — 


— wr rs 3 — 


© Marys os Ay —̃ — 


iv ADVERTISEMENT. 
preparing of this Tragedy for repreſenta- 


tion. To Mrs YATES he deſires to make 


the warmeſt acknowledgements, not only 
for the intereſt ſhe kindly took in this 
Play, from the beginning, but alſo for 


thoſe judicious corrections which were 


ſuggeſted, from the repeated peruſals ſhe 
Was at the trouble of giving it. That 
ſome of its many original imperfections 
have not met the Eye, is owing to the 


goodneſs of her Tafte ; that it reached the 
Heart, to her inimitable Acling. | 
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PERSONS of the DRAMA. 


N RN #57 ih 
„ 2" 
Officers under YJ | 


© * Barbarofla,  * Mr Digges. 5 
SULADDIN, - Mr Webb. 


ZATMA. i Mr Fletewood. 


HAss AN, 


HELI, 


W OM E N. 


* Zoriu4, | | Mrs Fates | 
£  ZEYDA. | 6 N N Miſs Glaſſington. 


Slaves, Soldiers, &c. 


—ͤ 


Scexns. The Royal Palace of Tunis. 


Þ R O L © cu E. 


| |Spoktn by Mrs 2 in the character of „ 


GENIUS OF. SCOTLAND. 


: Amidſt a wild romantic ſrene the e advances 


to the ſound of ſolemn muſic. 


JF fer yonder tant hills majeſtic riſe, 
And bare their ſnowy boſoms to the tier, 


In facred ſolitude I love to dwell, 

While the big torrent foams 3 my cell; 
Genius or ScorLAN D/ there aloft 1 tand, 
And view the . glories of the land. 


Twas there the Son of Fi 3 tow'r'd wg 
And, midſt his mountains, roll'd the flood of fong ; 
| Twas there the Heroes of that ſong aroſe, 
And Roman eagles found unvanquiſbd foes ; 

The rugged cli, the barren deſert, fmil'd, | 
For I, and looſe-rob'd Freedom, walk'd the wild. 


But now, beneath a milder planet®s reign, 


= Wa fteely phalanx deſolates the plain; 


: The gentler arts that poliſh human kind, 
Tread the foft lawn, and leave it bleſs'd behind ; 
Commerce and Peace unlck their flores around, 


And choral Muſes ſing on r claſſi ic ground, 


Late as I mark'd, with nd — eyes, 
On every fide my laurell'd ſons ariſe ; 
Deeds, elſe forgot, that grac'd the diſtant age, 
au immortal in th? SCOTTISH page ; 


7 


in 


. 


p A O l. O G u k. 


In SCOTLAND trimmꝰ d, the lamp of Wiſdom blaze, 


And heard her ſong that ſounds to future days, 


"Twas mine the meed of Honour to beſtow, 


And weave the ESE that crowns the deathleſs brow. 


2h hands Pap, ſcarcely 1 to Fame, 
Stepp'd doubtful forth, one little ſprig to claim. 
« From earlieſt youth,” he ſaid, © he wiſh'd to find 
« Ihhere firſt the paſſions Nature's robe unbind; 
« For Nature's ſons with artleſs pencil drew, 
& And walk'd on tragic ground with her in view ; 
« If on his native ſtage his ſcenes may live, 


« He Ae 10 praiſe but what the W can n give.” 


Such were his wort ; but yours the Power fo raiſe 


The buds of Genius with the dew of praiſe : 


With you his cauſe JI leave; his flory hear ; 
And if applauſe it mer 11, ſbed a rear, 
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The paſages printed in Lalics, left out an 
altered in the repreſentation. gs 9 
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„„ 
81 1 


Muſic is heard at a diſtance. 


Zz YDA enters, and ſpeaks. + 
ON hymeneal pomp, thoſe ſprightly PE 
Suit the glad hour that gives to Barbaroſſa 
My beauteous friend. 115 lt ! diſcordane 

Snell > EE 

Preys on her ſoul, and *midſt the feſtive ſcene, 
The lovely mourner, wedded to her woe, 
Hears not the voice of Love !— Her griefs are mine. 


* 


Let tho' my brother's memory claim her tears, 
My brother's friend, her newly-plighted huſband, 


Demands a gayer aſpect. — Let me find her 


Where ſhe ſits drooping o'er our common ſorrows, 


And 1 5 the comfort which I cannot feel. 
Exit Zeyda. 5 


The back Nene opens, and dt Nee Zulima 5 ring in a 
e, attitude. | 5 
2ZurIM4. 
Tis done! and Barbaroſſa is my Lord! — 
Ah! my Araflid ! is it lawful now | 


1 r e ER OO PAR RAPS AID a> <9; — 


2 THE PRINCE OF TUNIS, Al. 
For wretched Zulima to think on thee ? 
Yes: by the weakneſs of my ſoul betray'd, 
Tho' now another claims the wither'd love 
That died with him, yet while Reflection lives 
Within this tortur'd mind, on the ſad theme 
Shall ſleepleſs Memory her muſings bend, 
And, like a miſer at the midnight-hour, 
Steal from the world, and count my hoarded woes 
Nor yet ſhall Barbaroſſa blame my tear, 
Shed for the friend his valour has reveng'd. 
| Enter Z:yda. | 
My Zeyda, thou art welcome; but for thee 
This world were like a deſert to my ſight, 
Howling and wild, without one friendly hand 
To guide my Keren or point my thoughts to peace. 
„ ZEYDA. 

. thoſe ihe looks, my Zulima, 5 8 
Wear on their wedding-days ? — Thy Zeyda's aid, 
| Weak as it was, tho” from an honeſt heart, 
Is necdleſs now ; A. conquering ſoldier” s arm, 
The valiant Barbaroſſa- IF guards my friend, : 


And mocks the chreateniag of her lorrows paſt. 
3 Fn LIMA. 


Her forrows paſt when will her ſorrows 3 


1 


Thi other Gs deſolate like Wy Eo 
Turn their faint eyes on with a gleam of comfort, 
Jo Zulima are loſt : relentleis Fate 
Has fix'd her doom of wretchedneſs may 
1 he wildeſt with of Fortune to recall, 
| Zr Y DA. 

Banith thoſe dread. reflections from your mod. | 

Tho' Zeyda is a partner in your woe, 


— — 


* L Y 4 * * *: k 
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: Too near a partner; tho? a ſiſter's tears. 
Mingle with thine upon Araflid's bier; 


Yet would her friendſhip hide them as they flow : 


Revolving years may win our ſorrows from us, 


And dull Forgetfulneſs, with ſtealthy pace, 
Creep on our ſouls, and lull them into patience 
ZULIMA. | 
It ſhall not, Zeyda. Oh! this heart were vile, 
If cer the idle pageantry of Life 
Could choke its virtuous ſorrow. I and Sorrow 


| : Were long ere this familiar : When a child, 


Before my ſenſe could reaſon on my tears, 


: My Nature ſhed them. Thou haſt often heard 
The piteous tale: when firſt I liſp'd out words, 


Ty was . to talk imperfectly of ſorrow. 
N | 
I Me grieve for what thy childhood ſuffer-d : 
The ſtorm that wreck'd thee on our coaſt has given 


A friend to Zeyda, and a Queen to Tunis. 


ZULIMA. 
w Quetn to Tunis |! — How my thoughts are up, 
And tremble at themſclves | — Alas ! my Zeyda, 
There was a time when this fond heart was proud 
To think of ſharing empire with Axaſſid. | 
At his good father's death, he flew to find me, 
(It gave a ſceptre; yet an honeſt tear 
Stole from his eye), © Tis now my time,” he ſaid, 
« To place my Zulima where worth like her's 
ec Should bleſs my kingdom.” — But a little while 
I gave to decent grief for him whoſe kindneſs ' * 
Made me his child without the tie of Nature. 
ZkETDA. 
Bur in that interval, far other days 
Tour deſtinies had meaſur'd. Daxk-cy'd Treaſon; 
A7 That 


4 THE PRINCE OF TUNIS. dar 
That Sag! in ſome ambitious chiefs had watch'd 


Occaſion for its miſchief, now aroſe 
To open violence. — 
ZULINA. 
—— Tas at the hour 


Of flent midnight, pondering on the maze 
Where Fate had led me, ſudden in my fight, 
Diſguis'd beneath the habit of a mute, 


Araffid ſtood. Fear not, my Love,” he ſaid; 


„Beauty and innocence like thine the Prophet 


* And his beſt angels guard: To them, alas! 


1% leave thee now. Rebellion's on the ſpur, 
And hunts me in this form.” — Aghaſt I ſtood. 
In dumb amazement ! — with a manly calmneſs 


5 Stifling his grief : “ Be comforted,” he ſaid, 


9 
* : 


c The Sultan was my father s ſtedfaſt friend; 

« Generous and brave, as Fame aloud repons him, 
« He will ſupport his ſon; to him I flie.”— 

Then, gazing on me, breath'd a faint farewell! .— 


That was his laſt farewell ! — Then what am I? — 


A wretch, whom Heav'n hath puniſh'd with a heart 
In ſufferings feeble, yet too ſtrong to break ! 


Why was my infancy for ghis preſerv'd 


From the ſwoln billows of the raging flood! 


I ſhould have died, when on my guiltleſs ſoul 


Death, like a ſleep had fall'n, and givn f it bliſs. 


ä 
For Seeds of mercy by the arm of Heav' n 


Thy life was reſcued. Fluſh'd with haughty conqueſt, 


When Barbaroſſa led his ſavage bands -- 


Oer the wide waſte of ſtreets that ok -d i in ruin 


To plunder and to carnage, thou couldſt ſtop 
Deſtruction's courſe; by thee the thunder loſt 
Its fierceſt fire, and ſpar'd devoted Tunis. 


. & - N Fr 
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: Zurl IMA. 54 
Oh! call not to my mind that day of 1 

Tho' many a parent mourn'd their children ſlain, 
Tho' many a widow wail'd their fallen lords, | 
For me remain'd more complicated anguiſh. 9 
When it was rumour'd, that the Prince was come 
With Barbaroſſa, and the Sultan's aid, 
To drive uſurping Treaſon from his throne, 
Trembling I ſat, to watch the dread event, 
And breath'd unutterable prayers to Heaven 
To ſhield his precious life ! - Around me roſe 
The horrid din of arms, the ſhouts of battle. 
Still, as the noiſe grew louder, did my heart 
| Beat to th? alarum of their rattling trumpets, 
And, with the mingled fluſh of hope and fear, 

My ſwelling eyes ſtar'd wildly for Araſſid. 
Streak'd with the purple lines of deathful war, 
At length a ſoldier enter'd my apartment: 
The native fierceneſs of his look was temper'd 
With ſoftneſs ill aſſumed : he bow'd before me, 
Bade me forget my fears, and reſt ſecure _ 
In Barbaroſſa's friendſhip. — Faint and breathleſs, 
With terror faultering on my lips, I afk'd _ 

For my Araſſid. — The barbarian turn'd, Wy 

And wept, or ſeem'd to weep.—*® The Prince,” he ſaid, 
« Lives with the bleſs'd ! But Barbaroſſa's friendſhip 
« Stretches to all his friends.” — I heard no more. 
Wou'd that my Zeyda's care had then forgot me, 
Nor to a wretch like me recall'd the life ve . 
That teems with wurst ! — Nay, I prithee, wer not 2 

I cannot weep |! | 


. 


ZEYDA. % 
— My. brother! — oO 

| HS a 1 | '% 
8 | ; Speak, my EY 


Speax 
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Speak all his praiſe ; *tis the little comfort 


That yet is left me; tho? it ſting my heart, ; 
Yet will I preſs the fond remembrance there, n 


*Till, in ſome favour'd hour, it urs with thinking 


* . | ZEVDA.. 
—— Oh! urge it not 0 hong 


- ve for his friends, and for the friends of Tunis. 


Begirt with ſoldiers foreign to its fate, 


The valiant Barbaroſſa, warm and open, 


May hear ſome counſels hurtful to its peace: 
But thou ſhalt ſmooth the rugged hand of pow'r, 


And teach thy Lord the ſofter ſway of ey. 


0 Zur. 
Alas ! my Zeyda, how that title Wand 


With Barbaroſſa's name ! And muſt I ſmile 
With poor hypocriſy ? chaſe from my heart 
Ihe dear remembrance of an honeſt love, 
And, faſhioning my features into gladneſs, 
Crawl en the earth, and proſtitute my looks 
For ſplendid miſery and titl'd meanneſs ? 
My virtue will not let me, nor my pride, 
A woman's pride, that Fortune cannot _ 


 ZEvDAa. fy 
There ſpoke the Zulima Araflid loy'd — | 


f y Is there no bluſh upon his ſiſter's cheek ? ? z 


The daughter of a King ! —— But Pil fanger. 1 it; 


Humility is a dependant's virtue, 


And Barbarofſa 1 is the Lord of Tunis. 


Forgive me, Zeh tho? at times I call 1 1 
Yet am I weak and fearful, (do not hate me); | 


Witneſs the vows that, freſh upon my lips, 
Have made me Barbaroſſa s — Ist not fo ? 


L 


„ Eo Say 


— 
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| Say ON 1 am not, and Pl bleſs thy e | | 

That gives me freedom —— . | 

Nn | 

dende think 1 blame ha 

I know thy virtue; 'tis our ſex's weakneſs, _ 

Perhaps i its praiſe, to want the ſtern reſolve 80 

That arms unyielding natures : who of — 

Forlorn as thou wert, and beſet with perils, 

Had, in deſpite of Prudence, fiercely ſcora'd. © 

The ſhelae hich abs anreden £4 

ZULIMA- 8 2. 
4 Ah! my Zeyda, 
It was not FO it was ſomething meaner. 
My gratitude I ow'd him for myſelf; 


4 3 
. 


Then as Axaſſid's friend, mingling his tears 


In one fad ſtream with mine, he claim'd my farour; 
But did not talk of love, till at the laſt 
He e me in Compaſſion's gentle form, 
Jo chaſe deſpair and anguiſh from his breaſt. 
Worn as I was, and ſtupified with ſorroẽw. a 
My ſoul had loſt the ſtrength that ſhould have 3 N 
Her firm relentleſs faith; and Barbaroſſa ” 
With ceaſeleſs importunity prevail'd | 
To gain a loveleſs ſhadow to his arms. — | 

But ſee, he comes ! — Oh ! do not leave me lang: oy 
FOE: thou can'ſt hear. _ e 15 

7 Exit t | 

IE! ——Why do I ene 

- Methighe nfl 8 to approach him; a 
And ſomething, with the chilly hand of Fear, 

Knocks at my heart, and thrills the blood within * 
; Ame e, 

; © BARBAROSS4. | | 
My Zulima! * bride! That name demands 


* 
" : 5 
- $M * 
* ̃ 6 4 . , 
3 + 


The warmth that glows in more exalted minds. 


| Can win her ſmile for me? 


She way atks the privilege of mourning. 


Re-animate the duſt of fallen virtue ? 


The fetter 'd ſleep of Death? 


7 . | That 
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A warmer look; why turns thy moiſten'd eye 
From Barbarofla ? he's a fuitor ſtill: 
The ſterner cuſtoms of an eaſtern huſband 
His love foregoes; but Zulima requites him 
Wich 1 coldneſs. —— PHT To 

; ZULIMA. 2; | LIES 

—— No, ſhe feels 

The ads that Barbaroſſa's love, Eel 
And Barbaroſſa's friendſhip, well demands. | 


She can no more; perhaps her nature wants 


„„ BARBAROSSA. 
1 me alone ſhe wants it. What condition 
Of love aſſiduous, of unweary'd Teovices 


Zurius. e 
Alas! her ate, 
In "x ſicep'd, has loft the pow'r to ſmile ! 
Ah! too unworthy of affiduous love, 

And much too humble for unweary'd ſervice, 


BARBAROSSA. 
Inhuman to herſelf! can ceaſeleſs tears 


Can the loud wailings of AMiQtion break 


ZULINA. 

I. know they cannot. 
But Reaſon may not meaſure what we ſhould be 
When thus we are; there is ſome hidden power 
More forcible than are a thouſand reaſons - 


aan in fulleſt proof. | „ 1 
- BARBAROS54. 5 0 » 
3p 45 ——Such f power chere is, 


y = £ * 


Mocks every common cure. 


| That ſhed ſuch gloom around them; be the wude 
Of me and Tunis: new- invented joys 
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That weans us from our woe : undheeded Time 


5 Creeps, like ſome thrifty pilferer, on our cosi 5 


Till by unvalu'd atoms he has ſtolen 
Accumulated ſorrows. But for thee 


He rolls his funs in vain ty: cheriſh'd grief 


A  LULIMA» 
Ahl too uncommon 


My ca af grief | — When firſt you found me. We 


ing 


O'er the fall'n j joys my hopes had fondly built, | 


Beyond the poor proportion of my merit 


Your favour grac'd me; but on me that favour 


Was ill beſtowed ; Misfortune's chilly blaſt 


Had nipp'd the budding withes of my heart, 


And wither'd ev'ry paſſion. This I urg'd 
In anſwer to your love, but urg'd in vain, 


Till in ſome hour of weakneſs you o'ercame me, 


And triumph'd in extorting from my lips 


The promiſe, not the will. If this was falſchood, 
' Town it now; ſpurn this betrayer from you, 
Who join'd her hand to thine, but never felt 
The hallow'd ſympathy of meeting ſouls 


To make ſuch union bleſs'd. 
BARBAROSSA. 3 
Pl hear no more. 


7 


This is "ola canker breath of . 
That blights our peace, and turns the dew of heav'n | 


To the rank moiſture of a peſtilence. 


Forbear to raiſe thoſe ſpectres of the paſt 


Shall court thee to poſſeſs them, and thy brow, 


VVV 


# . 
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q 
| Loſing thoſe dark ungracious lines of ſadneſs, it 
i Beam with the light of beauty and of love. - 
j | ZULTMA. = Et A 
1 | Alas you know me not. I am not wont 
| 5 To think fo lightly : new-invented joys 0h 
1 5 Will court in vain, when the affection's dead 
Sz That ſhould have heard them. I had treaſur'd up 
| The little comforts of my ſoul together 
| In one unſully'd bond of virtuous friendſhip, 
d | Let me not bluſh to own it, — virtuous love! — 
| ö | You cannot frown, my Lord, on this confeſſion, : N F 
| For you yourſelf were my Araflid's s friend. "oi 
| BARBAROSSA. 1 | 
: Aradld' friend And was I not his friend ? 
= . | ZULIMA. | 
j | ; ug ſaid ſo then, when firſt your pity look'd 
\ 0 | Upon the hapleſs mourner of Araſſid. 
[ | - The Prince's virtues claim'd the nobleſt friendſhip ; : 
1 But the ſoft ties that link'd our ſouls together 
h Made friendſhip poor; for they were form'd ſo early, 
0 That, like the firſt inſtinctive calls of Nature, 
1 Our boſoms felt them. When a helpleſs infant, 
| 'I Thron by a tempeſt on his father's coaſt, 
0 1 The remnant of a ſhipwreck, where my parents 
if | Had met the fate that ſpar'd their wretched daughter, 
1 With ſome poor relicks of a better fortune, | 
N 1 Which the rude ſtorm had left me, the good King 
14 Reeceiv'd me like ſome gift from Heav'n, and rear'd 
i ö This orphan as his own. Araflid's age 
i i Was near to mine: the innocent delight 
{| That warms the breaſts of cherubs to each other, 
1 | M.ated our tender minds, and when at play, : 
WH. Ev'n in the very faſhion of our ſports, 
«| | us We could not brook another's fellowſhip. 
„ 1 ET. pm 8 
1 : | 
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Our childiſh j joys and cares we had in common z 
And each was like a twin-tun'd lute, that held 


| A tone no longer than its kindred boſom 


Made muſic on that ſtring ! — Oh! I could talk, 


And weary out the ſun, on ſuch a theme — 


You'll pardon me, it moves you. 
BARBAROSSA. 


Nea a deed 


That cries damnation with the voice of thunder. 


Araſſid is in heaven ! .—— 

Dein 
| Ves; if virtue 
E er cam its ee there Araſſid is. 

BARBAROSSA. | 


And where i is Barbarofla ? Rs 7 


Zu LIMA. | 
Barbaroſla ! ! 


| | | BARBAROSSA. 
Who calls on Barbaroſſa? Huſh ! tis gone 
Didſt thou not ſpeak ? 


| Zoints. 5 | 
; did; you much amaze me, 
By ſtarting to ſuch queſtion ! | — | 3 
| BARBAROSSA. 1 | 
= Zulima ! 
Z ULTIMA. 
What would my Lord? Tour lip is pale and trem· 
bling ! 
You are not well. 
BARBAROSSA. 

Not well? — Soft you a while. 


A man! a ſoldier! Ge on't. — Do not wonder, 
My Zulima, at this; — once at the Porte, 


I ſwallow'd poiſon of a murderous flave, „ 
5 2 Whom 


* " * 
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FJ did not 3 


Or my duircmper'd fancy. 
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Whom in ſome trifling inſtance I had anger'd 
And tho? the power of phyſic from my life 


With-held its miſchief, yet the baneful drug 

Left this attaint upon my blood, which now 
For years I had not felt, and hop'd it gone. 

Lis but a moment's qualm; and it were nothing, 
Bur for the note of others. — I would talk, 
Tis likely, ſtrange and wild, and charge perhaps 


Wy: innocent ſoul with crimes. — You did obſerve it. 


LULIMA. 


- © BaRBaRossA, 
| It was better not. 
And hls are noble natures; but I have been, 


Where tnoſe who knew me not, wou'd draw conceits 


Or horrible doinys, from the wandering phraſe 


ZULIMA. - 

. Think no more on't. 
But Haſſan comes, I leave you to his care: 
What the poor duty of a wretch like me, 
Amidft her woes, can give, my gratitude 
Commands for Barbaroſſa. | 


: Exit Zulima. 
BARBAROSSA. . | 
5 Ha! My gratitude 
Commands for Barbaroſſa]! Had the curs'd me, 
I cou'd have born't ; this is a ſcorpion's ſting. 


My gratitude ! — A ſmooth and deep-dy'd villain, 


Enter Haſſan at the of poſi te fide of the ſtage. 
HassAN. 
ne s rapt in ſomething deeply. — Barbarofla ! 
: | BARBAROSSA. | 
1 ve hear'd that blood will 1 peak. t | Arama blood. 
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My gratitude { *tis hotter in my W n £22: 
Than burning men! A falſe perfidious villain ! [ 


tor, chou! 4 5 F357; 
Give. me Arad. — CSeizing 250 WH A : 
HASS AN. 

— By the holy Prophet, 

I know not FEE 1 mean'ſt. I am no traitor. 

Had I been falſe, Araſſid might have liv'd 

The Prince of Tunis ſtill. I wou'd that all 

Around us were but half as true as I am 

To Barbarofla's cauſe. | 
| BaRBAROSSA. cn 


— Forgive me, Haan. 


1 was intangled in a POR: of ner, 
And knew not what I did. 5 
HASSAN. i hag” 

Dreams may be well 

For thoſe 1 peace hath licens'd to indulge 

Their ſpleen at leiſure. Conqueſts — won, 

Need 1 8 eyes to keep *em. 
BaRBAROSSA. 


* * 


” - 


There $ danger to be told of. What's the matter? 
' HasSAN. | 
It is the anality of boaſtful courage, 
To ſcorn Suſpicion 3 I am old enough, | 
To like this ſquint-ey'd miſtreſs much beyond 


The trick'd and flaunting honour. I have ſounded, 


By well· inſtructed ſpies, the hearts of Tunis, 
And ſind that dangerous miſchief is among 'em, 
Did but occaſion rouſe it. 


- 


1," * . 7 
5 — Thus it will be, 


17% THE PRINCE OF TUNIS. 1 


By this prologue, | 


Ha! [ſeeing Haſſan] thou didſt vp it too; z Yu trai- 


I 
4 


* 


4 | . 
„ THE PRINCE OF TUNIS. ART. 
[ If our too nice ſuſpicion dwell on tales 

1 _ That zeal may fetch us. Warm unthinking minds, 
if In the looſe hour of revelry and riot, | 

14 | Will give their tongues the licence of the time, 

Fl: And talk ſedition, though they never mean it. 

i | HassSAN. 

} | Ay; but theſe murmurs have a deeper root. 
| Araſſid's death. — 
_— a BARBAROSSA. 


Name not Araſſid's death. 
If thou hadſt pow'r to raiſe the blackeſt fiend, 


He cou'd not drive the colour from my cheek 
Like that bare name | 


HAssAN. 
Farewell ! I came to talk 
With Barbaroſſa; I have found a Derviſe, 
Who wears his courage in a Taliſman, 
And trembles at a ſound! 
BARBAROS64. 
| Haſlan, beware; 


You'll find I have enough of valour left 
To puniſh inſolence. 


Hiss ax. 
| By heav'n, it galls me, 
33 the patience of a man, to hear 
My honeſt counſels for thy ſafety treated 
With ſuch a cold regard. Say, ſhall I pr ? 
Or ſhall Conſpiracy unqueſtion'd walk, | 
Till it has ſtrength to board us at broad noon ? ? 
| BARBAROSSA. 
Thy cautions mean me well; ſpeak, I will hear them. 
 Hassan. 
Araflid's death, that hitherto had paſs'd, 
On our report, by peſtilence occaſion'd, 


Some 


— 


12 


THE PRINCE OF TUNIS. 15 


| Some traitor hath divulg'd. Laſt nj ight was held 
A ſecret meeting of his former friends; 


Revenge was hotly talk'd of; Zeyda's title, 
As daughter to the King, afferted loudly; 


And oaths of mutual obligation ſworn, 
To faith and ſecreſy. — 


BaRBAROSSA. / 
—— How learn'd amd e ? 
HassaN. 
A Spaniſh renegado s was the place 
They chanc'd to meet in; an old ſlave of his, 
Whom bribes had gain'd me, overheard in part 


Their converſation. Shall I trace this deeper? 
Im {trike their treaſon, ere it riſe to hurt us? 


BaRBAROSS4. 

No; not ſo raſhly; there's a ripeneſs wanting 
To give our meaſures colour: we might cruſh them; 
But from their blood would ſprout a thouſand foes, 
That gentler means may win. Aſſume the ages: 
Of injur'd virtue; teach me to belie 
The gnawings of this boſom, and to lift | 
Mine eye, with folding of the hands together, 
At the falſe rumours of Araflid's murder. 

Double our guards, but yet in ſuch a ſeeming _ 
As may not ſhew miſtruſt 3 unbend your looks, 


And hide the ſcrutiny of your eye beneath 


The frolic _ of care-deriding ſmiles, 
Hass AN. 
Why, this i is Barbarofla ; this the conduct, 
That holds him Lord of Tunis. Think i it We 
BARBAROSSA. 
y, faith ſhall be rewarded: fare thee well. 


A Haſſan, 
Oh 
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16 THE PRINCE OF TUNIS. A4. 


Oh coward guile 1 ! how fall n is Barbaroſſa? > 


Once fam'd for va.our and unvanquiſh'd arms; 
Now, like ſome paltry: villain, 3 baſely, 


Beneath the covert of inſidious looks, 


Hypocriſy, and falſchood! What to me, 

The pride of empire, or the bliſs of love? 

Still in my cup this ſpotted adder lies; 

Taints ev'ry draught that Fortune can beſtow, 

Unſceptres royalty, and blaſts enjoyment! 
| 4 Exit. 


And of the firſt 48. 


e yrs "ACT: 
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| Am rie el 
| "mY haſt thou call'd me, Zeyda, from my woc? 
I am in love with ſorrows; I could fit 
The live-long day, and ruminate upon them: 
Methinks there is a dignity in ſorrow, 
Lord of its ſighs, and conqueror of the world 
What tidings has my faithful Zeyda learn'd, 
That can be aught to me? they cannot change 
The colour of my fortune! Speak, my friend; 
There's matter in thine eye; reveal it boldly ; „ 
It cannot fright me. 1 am loſt alike 9 


To RE and Rear 


f c 


ww. Foo —— 


Zxrpl. 

— Did ever Barbaroſſa 
Tell thee, a manner of my brother's death! 5 
By peſiilepce. was it not? 

. ZULING. | 
Ah! why chat queſtion? 
Yet” tis an honeſt memory of thy brother, 
And! wou's cheriſh it, It was, my Zeyda. | 
| e N 
Was he 3 in his tale? 
ZULINA. 
| | — 
But too particular! Vet much I aſkd; 


And tho' it ſeem'd to hurt him, for his 22 „ 


Grew fainter as he ſpoke, I preſs d the ſubjec t 
With eager repetition of my queſtions. 1 : 
C e hs 01 
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O ! had his Zulima been there to watch him, 
When all his pale attendants ſtood aloof; 
'To read the wiſhes of his languid eye, 

And ſuck the poiſon from his quivering lips! 
The kind infection might have reach'd my heart; 
One common grave had held us, and our ſouls, 
Upon ſome viewleſs chariot of the ſky, 
| Together reach'd the bleſs d abodes of heaven * 

Lkr. 
1 "RT not ka to think : were it not ge 
To hear Araſſid liv'd ? : 
| Zulu. 


Araffid liv-d! 
Why beats my FE SED as if twere prunes 
What doſt thou mean! ? 


Zur DA. 

is but a little Gince, | 

DE in the windings of the palace-garden | 
Penſive I walk'd, I mark'd a Georgian ſlave 
Watering the ſun- burnt * rs; his look had ſome. 

thing 

Of better days in't. Round, as I ed, 

He caſt his eye, and faw his fellows diſtant: 
Lady,“ he ſaid, © if rightly I have trac'd 

c Reſembling features to the prince I lov'd, 

« Thou art Araſſid's ſiſter. I alone, 

« Of all th' attendants on his flight, remain, 

«© When to the Sultan's falſe pretended friendſhip, 

« His cauſe he truſted. Know, my Honour'd Lady, 

6 Thy brother lives, "tho? far remov'd from Tunis; 


«© Within a priſon's hateful walls he pines 


« His days in wretchedneſs.“ — He word have ne 
This tale ef wonder, when he ſaw approach 


At che ſight of him | 
ET Sudden 
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Sudden he ſtopp'd, and whiſper'd, © Haſfan comes; 


t have no time for more; good angels guard: thee. 
« Of all the followers of Barbaroſfla, 
6 Heli alone hath. virtue to be truſted : Belg 
© Your noble brother knew him.” — As he ſpoke, 
The haughty chief drew near, and Rernly order'd 
The Georgian to be gone, 

"> BD HINA. - 

— Arxaſſid living! 

How my head See Alive! Imprifon'd ! Ha! 
Speak it again: He lives! thy brother lives! 


Shou'd this be true? where is the Georgian now 2 


ZEYDA. 
When 6 amazement of the words he ſpoke 


Had left me power to think, again I ſought him; 


He was not to be found. — 


ZULLIMA. 
Not to be 8 


There are ſome things chat preſs upon my memory 
With dreadful comments on them. Yet the Sultan $ 
Reported brave and generous | 


xp. 


I am loſt 

In doubt and wonder! On the death of princes 
Suſpicion ever dwells, and babbling rumour. 
My nature is not jealous ; yet the ſlave | 


LZULIMA, 

Zeyda, to you 
The thought is qutlelefsy ; but, to me! to me! 1 
The wife of Barbaroſſa! *tis diſtraction. 


„ Heli alone has virtue to be truſted.” — 


 Know'ſt thou that Heli 


ZEYDA. 
I have ſometimes ſen FER 
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A milancholy man, with thoughtful pace 
Meaſuring the palace-walks. When I had faibd 
To find the Georgian, I employ'd a ſlave 
'To ſeek this Heli, and conduct him hither. 
ZULIMA, 
Would he were come. 
ZEYDA. 


—— It grates my ſoul to think 
So baſely of mankind. The Sultan's noble; 


But I have heard, chat in the minds of princes, 
By cuſtom ſanctify'd, and rules of ſtate, 
Inhuman maxims dwell, diſown'd by Virtue. 
Enter a Slave, who ſpeaks to 1 
Sine. | 
thay: the chief you ſought attends your 3 
ZEYDA. 


Act II. 


Give * admittance. 
| Z,ULIMA. 


—— How my boſom throbs! 
Enter Heli. 


| ZzTDA. 
Heli approach: look not ſo diſtant on us; 


We know thy worth, and hold thee for our friend. 
 ZULIMA. 


'Thou wert Araſſid's friend; for that l Kok 1 
Thou ſee'it the mourners of Araſld's death 
485 coat thy friendſhip now. 


HEL1. 


What I can give, 


| The memory of Araſſid may command. 


Excuſe my boldneſs; art not thou that fair-one 

Wich whom the gentle Prince's heart was twin'd, 

Ev'n from his infant years ?- 
Arn 

— Alas! I am. 


HEL r. 
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Pre heard him talk of thee. His own afflictions, 


| Smiling amidſt the fullneſs of his heart, 
He ſuffer'd bravely ; but the name of Zulima 


Undid his patience, He wou'd graſp my band 


I th ecſtaſy of thought, lift up his eyes 
Wildly to heav'n, and curſe his wayward fate, | 
That ſunk with him the lovely Zulima : 

Then, when his guſhing tears had calm'd his paſſion, 


Kncel en, and pray unnumber'd bleſſings on thee. 
ZULIMA. 

Bleſs'd be the tongue that talks of my Araſſid! 
Speak, gentle ſtranger : tho? it tears my heart, 
Tl thank thee for the tale. 

ZEYDA. 
nc You lov'd Araſidy 
You ww hin dis. 
' HeLr. 
| —1 did not. 
ZurInà. 


Ha! You did not! 


HELI. 5 
It moves you, Lady; ; think no more of that: : 


You are too tender for a theme ſo ſad. 
ZLULIMA. 


No; 1I was hear it all; J have been us'd 
To ſpeak of horrors. | e 


HIL I. 
. Araſſid liv'd — 
 ZULIMA. 
Ha! if he livd |—— | 
HELI. 
— Thy grief were torture to 1 
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| Treaſon i in Friendſhip' s garb. ——- 


22- THE PRIN CE) OF TL 
Try to forget it. 


„ Aan. 


Zorns | | yet. 
moon dda f he h £2429 
20 30: Maat! 149 7 
| Wou'd cha he did, and theſe white bike were d 
Lay in the duſt as he is! 
| | ZULIMA. | 
ln the aun! 
Araftd 3 is no more then? 
1 


Check thy 5 
And let thy Zeyda queſtion. Mark me, Heli: 
Tho- long undoubted has the tale been held, 
That by infection at the Sultan's court 
Araſſid died, there are ſome rumours now 


That ſpeak a different ſtory: I have heard 


That yet he lives, tho' Treaſon's arm hach cruſh'd 
His my of empire. 


Hits. | 
- Treaſon ! 
ZEvDA. 


——Fouleſt treaſon a 


HzLI. 


— Has this — told? 
ZEIT DA. 
It has. — 
-HEL1, 
—— Then he who told it has deceiv'd you, 
> GO LIMAs 
A Georgian ſlave here in the palace-garden, 


Who toils his life in I, to Zeyda told it ; 
He was Araſſid s once. 


HEL I. 
— To vulgar minds 
Nothing 


. THE PRINCE or- TUNIS: 


Nothing is ſo delightful as to wonder, 
And hence they ever lend an eafy faith gn 
13 To marvellous recitals. But theſe eyes ©! drm 
Saw to the earth Araſſid's cold remains 
1 And wept upon his grave. I would not wake 5 
= The Emory of yu: ſorrows. —— 
| — 1 Be Poles them. 

Their ning is ae thou can'ſt feel them too. 

 LEYDA.. 7 

Surrounded by a rude unthinking band, 3 
Whoſe ruthleſs trade is battle, upon thee 
We lean for CI Heli, and arndt 2 

> - Triad: :: 4 

Lou ſee me here, a ſoldier leagu'd with foldiers, 

And ſo I am; — but yet I boaſt a heart 2 
The friend of juſtice and humanity. * 

5 ZULIMA. r 3 OE 
= Stranger, I thank thee. I am not accuſtom \ 

To judge of men; and ſeeming fair, Pm told, | 
Will bad men often look: but gentler far _ 

Is thy appearance than the fierce aſſociates | 

Thy maſter loves; thine eye has pity in't, 

And ſheds ſome comfort on a wretch forlorny 

Unus'd to feel it. May the FASO Allah | 
For her requite thee, — 


HEL I. 
— Lady, on the deeds 
Of virtue ** benevolence await ; __ 
Rewards unaſk'd. I have myſelf been try'd 
With keen adverſity ; the only bliſs 
That Fortune yet hath left me,— conſcious virtue. 


To-day, with more than wonted care, the guards 
Are marihal's round the city: Barbaroſſa 
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Himſelf enjoined attention to their leaders. 

Tis ſaid, from rumors of a Spaniſh force, 
Embark'd for Afric. It is now my charge, : 
To view their poſts; and Haſſan guards the palace. 
The next command is mine; then, when the round: 
Of Haſſan comes; expect me to return. 

I may have tidings for your private car, 

That much import you; but his jealous mind, 
 Wor'd draw ſuſpicions from our conference. 


The hour is come; be counſeb'd by your ſervant. 


Beware of Haſſan; though a ſoldier's plainneſs 
Dwell in his looks; yet, ſubtle and deſigning, 
He marks, unheeded, every ſmalleſt note, 


That ſhews the heart of unſuſpecting natures.” 


| 20 LIMA. 


Wit e was that counſel; but to me was needleſs : 25 
My ſoul abhors him. Barbarous as he is, 


And train'd to horrid war, I yet might bear him; 
But it was he, whoſe ſerpent-rongue announc'd; 


 Amidft his maſter's deſolating conqueſt, 


The death of my Araſſid. With that form, 
Dreadfully fierce, and ſmear'd with clotted blood, 


Still in my dreams he riſes to my view, 


And haunts me with the horrors of the Patt. 
: HELrt. 


Look not as if you mark'd him with ſuſpicion4. 


Ver Barbaroſſa — but they come, — farewell ! 


Zu LIMA. 


N ay; 3 I would ſhun their prefenes. Stay and. meet 
| them : 5 
At the x next watch remember we expect thee. 


Exeunt * and Zeyda. 
; Enter 


*» 
P 
* * 


get 


la. 


er 


z PRINCE OF TUNIS. 


25 
Enter Barbaroſſa and Haſſan, | 
: BARBAROSSA. 
Was't not the Princeſs? 
| Hex. 1. 


Ha! and Zan 
BARBAROSSA. 
- Hall, your age is privileg'd ; - another, 


That interview were ill. — 


HELI. 
By chance, my "BY 


I met the Princeſs, and your beauteous bride.. 


| Es BARBAROSSA. 
| Nay, ſeek not an excuſe; you need it not. 


I know your virtue, and am glad to find, 


That Zulima can leave her griefs awhile, 
To talk with man. In time, the may be won, 
To think of life, of love, and Barbaroſſa. 45 
FIKLL. 5 
Women are ſoft by nature; and of . 


The gentleſt ſhe. But now ſhe talk'd of . 


And left me, to indulge i it. 


BARBAROSSA. 
— Tis a weakneſs; ; 


But love's unus'd to chide. My tidings, Heli, 


Suit not a woman's ear. In Doria's 3 
The W are imbark'd. 
Hnr. 
: — Make they for Tunis 2 
55 BARBAROSs 4. 
Ay. Let them find us wakeful. —— 
HassAN. 
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— Haughty Charles 


: Thinks Europe narrow for his great ambition; 


£ 


D 5 And 


— — — «er 5 _— . een 2 * — 
— * eee py 3 7 
b — 3 


* 


3 we 

— rg — 

— IEC Gt, 
So 


* © 
. Wr 
— — 
. ————— 2 
—— — 


— — — 
_ Sr 
2 
<- 
ay — 


. K r rob 
— not pr 


= : 
2 | 
I 
[i 


. 4 — « 
* 8 — E "+ 
— . 22 0 eee One 
- — ea <td 4 — —-— . —ͤů²— — — — 


25 - = 


| 
28 


1 
5 * 
. y 
4 4 
4 
47 : 
i 
E - 
: 
(7 3 * 
4 3 
$14 * 
15 F 
- 
£ 
£3 
4} 
»F4 
1 
Hs 
17 
8 
! 
18 
is: 
171 
1 
1 
3 = 
12 
3 
1 
7 
+Þ 
5 
id 
: 32h 


a 23 — 


23 

44 

; 

k 4 W 


hr —ů—— 
— ———— — * . 
— 


— 


— 


_ 


. 
Ao ens 


* "a 
2454525441 


26 THE PRINCE OF TUNIS. Ad Il. 


And now hain another china he comes, 
To ſcatter deſolation. 


BARBAROSSA. | 
— Let him come. 
T truſt, the fallowers of my former glory, 
With Tunis and the Sultan for our friends, | 
May beard thoſe Chriſtian dogs. My brother” 8 blood, | 
Whoſe body, blacken'd in the burning ſun, 
The deſert eagles fed on, 'crics revenge; 
And, like the lion from his tufted den, 
Awakes the ſlecping fury of my foul ! 
| HEL I. 
'The 8 who, in a light ſhalloop, | 
With ſome companions of his, ſlav'ry 'ſcap'd, 
Saw the young monarch, on a fiery ſteed, 
. Marſhal his ſhouting troops: beſides him ſtood 
A reverend prieſt, who, with a filver croſs 
Their ſtandards touching, call'd upon his Prophet, 
To bleſs the choſen warriors of the church, | 
And pour deſtruction on its foes profane. 
4 BaRBaROS$4. 
Curſe on thoſe lying prieſts ; their Prophet's words, 


They tell us, ſcatter'd meckneſs as they fell; 


Yet have theſe hoodcd ſlaves, for ages paſt, 

Let looſe the havock of relentleſs war 

On every human tribe, whoſe honeſt minds 
Refuſe aſſent to ſome unmeaning jargon, 

Some creed they hallow with their ſainted ſtrings, 
But talking is no duty of a ſoldier: 


When we ſhall fee thoſe holy enſigns wave 


On Afric's parching air, our ſwords ſhall try 
Their benediction's force. — Be careful, Heli; 


This round is yours. Here in che lap of caſe 


Is, 


Ir 
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Our ſoldiers lie too long. In peopled cities, 
Infectious pleaſure blunts the edge of war. : 
2 Command your veterans nearer to the palace; 
'S | MEER will view their files. The word is, Fortune. : 
2 Exit Heli. 
1 Haſſan, hs looks are dark. Is Charles ſo mighty, 
7 That, by the very ſounding of his name, # ot 
5 Our eyes ſhould loſe their luſtre? I have ſzen thee, 
5 To hear of perilous deeds, on tiptoe ſtand ; | \ 
J And, with your checks on fire, buffet the air, 
F'1 With a brave longing for the prom danger | 
1 Hass AN. 
[po Chriſtians run a tilt, and call it A ; 
And the trim younker. in ſome fair-one's eye, 
| That pants to ſce his boldneſs, break a ſpear 
But we, whoſe beards become us, know that valour, 
Without its uſe and purpoſe, is but ſound. _ 4 
i We iight with Spain, while Treaſon at our back | : 
2 Is nurs'd in ſafety; nay, its poiſonous brood 


Lives in our ranks, and Barbarofla truſts them, 


I fear me, moſt unwilely. — 
BARBAROSSA. 1 
| How is this ? 


. f . HASS aN. 
; That Heli, honeſt Heli ; he whoſe care 

ö Viſits our poſts, and buraithes our arms, . 
Iuuhat in the lap of peace have ruſted vilely, — 

þ BaRBAROSSA. 

= | Why, what of him 2 - 

= |  HassaN. 

» 15 No matter; we are ſafe. 
The man is virtuous ; 'twere the worſt of envy | 
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33 THE PRINCE or TUNIS. Ac ll. 
Did Haſſan but ſuſpect him. — | 


BARBAROSSA. 


3 N — Your ſuſpicions 
May ſtretch too far. I have ta'en note of Heli: 
He once had wrongs of me, and bore them mildly; ; 
And ſince I try'd to blot them out by 3 
His faith has been approv'd.— 


HAssAN. 


— He kay had wrongs, 
And born them mildly. So do wiſe men ever, 
When moſt they hope revenge. The deepeſt hatred 
Whets, like ſome foreſt- boar, its fangs in ſecret; 
And, when it wounds, is mortal. I have mark'd him 1 
He is too much in love with melancholy, 
And ſullen thought, ſoon to forget his wrongs; 
Nay, his beſt praiſe, his virtue, is a foe 
To Barbaroſſa's cauſe. His virtue told 


The chiefs of Tunis of Araſſid's murder. 


His virtue, with the ſceptre of her fathers, 
Wou' d grace the hand of Zeyda. Precious virtue! 
That Barbaroſſa thanks it for his ruin. 
B ARRAROSS 4. 
Araſſid's murder! Ha Did Heli n. * 
N  Hassan. 

He did : it 1s thi curſe of daring deeds, 
To pauſe in acting them: but half-reſolv'd, 
Ambition ſtriving with that fooliſh weakneſs, 
That baby conſcience, that unſinews valour, 
You wiſh'd to have this Heli on your ſide, 
To ſanctify the deed : he ſaw your purpoſe, 
And wou'd not underitand you : it was done 
By more determin'd ſouls. The honeſt Heli 


Was ſilent then, and wept upon his grave. 


Twas but to-day I try'd him with the mention 
ot 
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As if he wou'd have borrow'd lightning thence 5 
To blaſt me with his eye; then turn'd, and left me, 
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Of young Axaſſid's death; I mark'd him n 


The workings of his ſoul deny'd him ſpeech; 


His blood made fiery courſes on his cheeks, 
And to the heavens he caſt a furious look, 


To hide his ns 

BARBAROSSA. 

— Whither wouldſt thou lead me? 

Hass AN. : 

The chiefs of Tunis pay their court to Heli, 
As if he were their King; to thee they bow 

But with indignant pride, ſcorning the fear 

That checks it as it ſwells. But Helis honeſt : 
And did he ſay your Prince Araflid fel! 


By Barbaroſſa's means, it were but truth; 


} 


And did he whiſper vengeance, it were virtue! — 
I am not much a coward; I can die J 


But once, like other men : but I wou'd fall 


Warm, like a ſoldier, in ſome field of glory, 
Not ſleep and have my throat cut.—*Tis unmanly. 
BARBAROSSA. 
Where wouldſt thou point my purpoſe? I am 

chang'd T 

From what I have been : once theſe words of thine 

Had ſcatter'd death*where-&er ſuſpicion led; 

But I am weary of that ſavage prudence 


I hat drowns out fear in blood; fain wou'd I try . 


The milder ſafety of indulgent power, 


That melts the hatred of its fe oy 


With generous contidence. 
Hass ax. 


It will not be, — 
Ambition and revenge are native here, 
The 
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The paſſions of the clime ; in other lands 8 
They call them vices: Haſſan knows them better; 

Succeſs has made them virtues; and the Prince 
Who'd rule by gentle means, ſhou'd be immortal : 

No gentleneſs can grow in Afric's ſoil. 

| BARBAROSSA. | 

Yer Afric 5 ſoil has rear'd a Zulima. 


 HassaAN. 
| She's but a woman. 


BARBAROSSA. . 
— Ay, and ſuch a woman! 

Thou'ſt ſeen me fight (I am no boaſter) bravely ;— 
*Fis but a tiger's praiſe : this woman, Hafſan, 
Huh taught me nobler virtues : there is ann 
Of tender dignity in Zulima, 
That makes the pride and fierceneſs of a 8 
Bend like a child before it: ſince I ſaw her, 
I have been taught to hate my former ſelf 
In loving her. This Heli is her friend. 
But now he left her. Should my jealous fears 


Blot the firſt hours that call her mine with blood, 
With Hei s blood ? 


Hassax. 


But now did Heli cave her ? 
N this Heli had ſome tale to tell 


To make her love his maſter. 
BARBAROSSA. 
Love his maſter f 


HassaN. 
Women love brave men ever; he was brave 


Who ſeat Araflid to the land of peace, 
Yet courted Zulima.— 
1 | 
How ! how! Araſſid 
Curs'd 
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n = his tongue; he durſt not tell her this. 
Hass AN. 

I know not that he did. We came, "tis true, 
Somewhat abruptly on them. Should the weep 
| For her Araflid, Heli is too gentle 
Io talk on ſubjects that 9 ere a lady. 
| He may be truſted. 
- Bannanonna. 

Thou diſtract'ſt my ſoul ! 
I am too young in virtue to withſtand the, 
And yet I will: Tempt me no further, Haſſan, 
- Till thou haſt proof to make my vengeance juſt. 
Be watchful ſtill ; and when occaſion calls, 
We'll ſtrike together, and the proudeſt treaſon 
Shall ſhrink before us. We have fought too long 
In rotten cauſes; yet has conqueſt ſmil'd 
=, Upon our valour : in an honeſt cauſe 


The ſword of Barbaroſſa ſhall command it. 
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End of the Second 48. 
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% C-.T 


\ ZULIMA- ; 


\Ricnd of the troubled ſoul i whoſe lenient hand 
Smooths the diſhevelbd locks of wild Deſpair, 
And dries the never-ceaſing tear of Woe! 
'Thou reſt of ſleepleſs Miſery, gentle Death! 1 
Why in the midſt of gay-illumin'd halls, 


Where Mirth and Muſic lead their feſtive train, 


Why doſt thou preſs thy dark and hateful form, 


Jo daſh untaſted bowls from Pleaſure's lip, | 


Yet oft invok'd, as with a lover's call, 
Who chides the lazy moments as they paſs, 


Com'ſt thou not, partial power ! to hearts like mine, 


That woo thee to approuch ? Eventful days 
Of ſorrow have I ſeen; and yet methinks 
I ſhudder at exiſtence, as if life 

Had in its boſom deeper curſes left 


Than all the paſt !. My boding fancy ſces 


The ſtorm that gathers round, and yet the grave, 


The ſhelter of the wretched, is deny'd me. 


Enter Zeyda. 
| 1 8 
Too faithful to thy ſorrow! Thus I ſaid 
Will Zulima be found, when Barbaroſſa 
Preſs'd me to wean thee from thy ceaſcleſs woe, 
And tell thee of his love. | 
5 
His love, my Zeyda! 
Tell him how ill retu rn'd: wou'd that his ae 


| Cow 'd 


IC, . 


8 He ſeems to watch the ſentence of your lips, 
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cod eas him to forget me. 


ZEYDA. 
| Still val 
1 He talks of thee: he . he loves . griet;''- 
3 Thy honeſt grief; but now he claſp'd my hand, 
1 A tear was on his cheek ! Zeyda, he faid, 
7 Perhaps I am unworthy of her love; - 
3 Perhaps I have been —— ok — he ſtopp d, " and 


XZ | heav'd 

= A ſigh ſo piteous, that my hank forgot 

: My father's ſceptre, and was quite his friend. 

1 | ZULIMA. 5 

2 3 in long poſſeſſion of the ſoul 
Without a rival, hold their ſullen reign, 

Elſe ſhould I ſometimes think upon his kindneſs, 

ZEYDA. 

x There is in love a ſecret charm, that fmooths - 

N. The rou gher natures of the tyrant man. 

8 Inur'd to arms, impetuous, fierce, and proud, 
Was Barbaroſſa, till he ſaw my friend: 

Now, with the tendereſt reſpectful eye, 


Ang take his wiſhes from them. 5 655 
ZULIMA. | 8 | 
Oh! too much. 


: It grates my honeſty to owe his love 
2 Returns I cannot make. How hard the taſk | 
* That Falſchood chuſes! Oh! how bleſs'd the ſteps | 
Of genuine Truth, and Virtue unalloy'd! Ms 
The wife of Barbaroſſa is a ſound - 
That carries treaſon with it: I am tangbd 
In every thought; aſſiſt me to ſubdue 
The conſcious pride which ill endures the form 
E Of 
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1 V 


\ ZULIMA- | 


Riend of the troubled ſoul ! whoſe lenient hand 
Smooths the diſhevelPd locks of wild Deſpair, 
And dries the never-ceaſing tear of Woe | 
Thou reſt of ſleepleſs Miſery, gentle Death! 
Why in the midſt of gay-illumin'd halls, 
Where Mirth and Muſic lead their feſtive train, 
Why doſt thou preſs thy dark and hateful form, 
To daſh untaſted bowls from Pleaſure's lip: 
Yet oft invok'd, as with a lover's "i 5 
Who chides the lazy moments as they paſs, 
Com'ſt thou not, partial power ! to hearts like mine, 
That woo thee to approach ? Eventful days 
Of ſorrow have 1 ſeen; and yet methinks 
I ſhudder at exiſtence, as if life 
Had in its boſom deeper curſes left 
Than all the paſt! My boding fancy ſees 
The ſtorm that gathers round, and yet the grave, 
The ſhelter of the wretched, is deny'd me. 
8 | Enter Zeyda. 
: + RY Dde | 
Too faithful to thy ſorrow! Thus I ſaid 
Will Zulima be found, when Barbaroſſa 
Preſs'd me to wean thee from thy ceaſcleſs woe, 
Anf tell thee of his love, 
| ZULIMA. 
His love, my 1 
Tell him how ill retura'd : wou'd that his pride 


| Cou'd 


III. 


nc, 


0u'd 
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Cou'd teach him to forget me, — 


ZEYDA. 
Still award 


He ales of thee : he ſays he loves oth grief, 
Thy honeſt grief; but now he claſp'd my hand, 
A tear was on his cheek! Zeyda, he faid, 


Perhaps I am unworthy of her love; | 
Perhaps I have been - — he opp'd, and 
heav'd 


A agh ſo piteous, that my _ forgot 


My father” s ſceptre, and was quite his friend. 
ZULIMA. 8 
Sorrows, in long poſſeſſion of the ſoul 
Without a rival, hold their ſullen reign, 
Elſe ſhould J ſometimes think upon 1 
Ex PDA. 
There is in love a ſecret charm, that fnodks- 


The rougher natures of the tyrant man. 


Inur'd to arms, impetuous, fierce, and proud, fi 
Was Barbaroſſa, till he ſaw my friend: 


Now, with the tendereſt reſpectful eye, 
le ſeems to watch the ſentence of you ure 


* 


And take his wiſhes from them. : | 
CULINA- EE 
Oh ! too ad 


It grates my honeſty to owe his love 


Returns I cannot make. How hard the taſk 


That Falſchood chuſes! Oh ! how bleſs'd the ſteps F 
Of genuine Truth, and Virtue unalloy'd ! 4 V 


The wife of Barbaroſſa is a ſound | . 


That carries treaſon with it: I am 'tangh'd - 
In every thought; affiſt me to ſubdue 


Tbe conſcious pride which ill endures the form p 
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| Thoſe dark "= 


THE PRINCE OF TUNIS. 
Of duty and regard. — That cup, it ſcems, 
Pointing to a cup which ſtands on a table beſi de her. 
Hath cuſtom added to the marriage-rites, ' 
And joyful brides preſent it to their lords, 
The carlieft offering of their wedded love. 

LEY 

Such 3 is the © ; *tis a quaint reſemblance 
Of ſharing life together. Half the draught 
The bridegroom drinks, and then returns her gift 


With ſame rich preſent grac'd, and bids her drain 
The beverage to their loves. 


8 


Ha! is it thus? 
Thou doſt not © know, my Zeyda, what my fancy 
Had ſtarted as you ſpoke : but thoughts of horror 


Are muſic to my ſoul! — If half the draught, 


The ſhare of wretched Zulima, were poiſon! — 
Then — ſhe fleep in quiet ! —— 
LEYDA. 


| - Shun, my friend, 
Tho” on clouds 
Her pencil draws them, yet will Fancy gaze 
Upon their forms, till Reaſon falls before them, 
And horrid actings follow. —— _ 

LULIMA. 


Fear not, Zeyda : 5 
1 have been try'd i in grief, what now ſhou'd come 
That can unfix my ſoul ?— Did Heli fay ? — 

Yes, Heli faid, it ruſhes on my mind, 

J may have tidings for our private ear, 


« That much import you.” — In the words of doubt 


Dwell ſhadowy hopes, and fears without a form | 
Sure I am fall'n beneath the ſhafts of Fortune, 


And 


1TH E PRINCE OF TUNIS. „ 
: And yet I fear again. | 
20 750 
4 — True to his hour, 
F Behold ! the chief approaches. . 895 
. Enter Heli. 5 | 
'F | ZULIMA. 5 
7 1 mark the ng of ſod tragic tale 
I 4 That W amidſt 1 its 2 
32 3 There may it ſleep, 
3 My Honour'd Lady. Heli wou'd not add | 
| Ev to the ſorrows of his rankeſt foe. 
© 9 "Tis not 4 woman's tale; it ſhou'd be told 
| * To ſteely-hearted warriors, whoſe hot rage 
4d Might dry their tears, and kindle brave revenge, 
2 | | AULIMA. 
. = And dwells not courage but in fields of war? 
Heli, the ſtrife of ſorrows in the ſoul © 
| Has taught this boſom ſtrength ! p 
end, HELI. N | 
| You lov'd Araflid. — | 
1 | e : . 55 
I did, — tho? Barbaroſſa is my Lord, — | 
Z Why flits that ſhade of horror on thy face ? 
Ille was Araflid's friend. : 
1 | Urge me no farther, 
1 Zora. r 
1 charge thee, ſpeak. — You pity me in mene! 4 
| But —— unhappy does that ſilence make me. | 
bt HEL I. 
Heli wou'd wiſh thee happy, if he cou'd 
1 * 2 N Zu- 


b 9 
n 7 
7; * 


WS 


— n 
2 . a AYE 3 — —— 


— „ 
* r A 
en ION» — —ä— — 
e . 5 
* 9 r 4 - — I 
* rye a „ * 5 
a 9 1 * * 4 e - : 2 
6 A was Ar whe 2 = z£ BR * * 8 : —_— 
oat 4 1 8 ; © —_ 28 
p Sakgd a — — ” —_ oh * — —Y 43 Ki hh — e - 
— * o 3 * — = Kates os * * 
— * — — 2 ; *. 185 , . — nut : . 
— —— — „ . . . NN 5 by is r 
* — A — 4 . „ ee — ts + rode ot 9 2 2 7 
; 2 wr door 2 — 2 [pg 2 —— etinkr 455 
—— a 2 Y * 2 * — a 
— _ h — 
** 5 8 >. 2 L 
Te 9 — ee a 4 3 9 * we _ co — 
5 s $4 4 warping — 
1 2 ae . 
E 1 wie rg et * — ——— a ag tb — io « 
* . * 
— OR ——— - — = — * — g 


I —— 
» 


—— 


— Ca gInanpogs 
ert. eee 
— — SR re oa 


—— *- 


— 


—  — — — 
9 * wes 
* w_ — — ee dats 
* „„ — error en ere 7 
— . — — * 2 
—.— . 


be _ 
pr town 
8 » 


— — 
. 


by _ 
— 1 4 — 6b" m—_ ITE OT — — 
2 fo. ns is » wy 0 — * op. rat w PE * S : ——— * — Ari. — 
e 4 — 9  4/ — — — * mag R * 8 via a - . — 5 . a — * — " * by - . 
n * 2 hace os yer er pt nad ras — Matar . 10 " 3 a en Nn Pet 4. 2 95 * Wert Fo tt OS NR — pogo lanes „ as . 
4 „ 04 an a ho ar lrg es > — — « — r 6 * 4 — — I) * — a — ©6 We * 1 —— *. 1 _ « 58 ** — Ac) <ongp re nyo ts cn * a nee . ea 
ES * —ů jthea > — — — R 9 — oe She a : PRUITT : my a aac «Lars - Bagg Mead ng * — — 4s f — ako < ty Bonk . > CI mann 9 —— __ . 
1 Rr ——— IO —— pp Hates TEES nt ET a edn hi PATE c * — ad — — — —ů — 2 — — 18 = — — *. — p ER Os 40" SE Pee > A p ” 2 * e * n „ Nt ls. 1 jt — e — 4 
; 2 1 f - . 
| 1 
, - * 8 5 
* 4 » . 
1 
I . 


- * Go you _ N 
* — 
4 2 ů OS et, + als 
os ” 3 — 
— 5 — . — 
— . 


| 
| 


d 


* 
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ZulIXI. 
No wiſh can make me happy; but the wretched 
Delight to know the deepeſt of their griefs. 
I am too hard of heart, Couldſt thou ſpeak that, 
Whoſe magic torpor wou'd benumb my blood, 
'Thou wert the beſt of friends. 


ZEYDA, 
: | Thou ſce'ft before thee 
Arafid's iter. Was Araſſid wrong'd, 
She claims thy tale. The memory of the fall'n 
May yet have friends, and Zeyda knows her duty. 
ZULIMA. 
Which of Araſflid's friends revere it more 
Than Zulima? But Heli's colder prudence 
Woub'd ſtifle the remembrance. —— _ 
| HEL, 
—— Wouldſt . know it "2 
"= Rip of thy vows z— it touches Barbaroſſa. 
n 
1 give them to the winds; ; che laws of Virtue 
Are the firſt ties of Nature. —— 
| e 


Oh! Araſſid 
How much were thoſe, were all che facred bonds 
Of triendſhip, juſtice, hoſpirable faith, 

Broken to thee l- 


* 


ZULIMA. 
— G0 on. — | 
. 


The Sultan? s court, 
| Frein Tredfon? 5 fury, with a Prince's welcome, 


Receiv'd A raſſid. Open, and fincere, 
The generous Prince, with unſuſpegting heart, 
Reveal'd the ſtate of Tunis, torn by faction, 


Her 
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urt, 


Demons of death and horror, 
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Her heroes waſted by internal war, 


Ambition's eaſy prey. The crafty Vizir 
Embrac'd the ſmooth occaſion, and perverted 


The Sultan's purpoſe from the Prince's cauſe, 


To ſeize the ſceptre of defenceleſs Tunis. 
Grown old in wiles and wickedneſs, he ſoothd 


Araſſid with the hopes of ſpeedy aid, 


And gain'd his friends in Afric; pho with the is 
V honour and reſpect, in the ſeraglio 


Aign'd him an apartment. His attendants, 
Few at the firſt, on various pretences, _ 


Were baniſtd from his ſide. — Then at the Porte 


Was Barbarofla ; whoſe renown in war, 


And ſtedfaſt hatred to the Chriſtian name, 


Endear'd him to the Sultan. He was choſen 


; To lead the enterpriſe. This villain, Haſſan — 


ZuLIMuMA. 
Haſfan again! Beneath that name are bid 


HEIL I. 


| | He maden 
The 6 at firſt; pou” to complete its baſeneſs, 


Wrought upon Barbaroſſa's luſt of pow'r, 


That fear'd a rival! in che hapleſs pom 
hs 


| xvod: 
.. What? 


HEIL I. 


— You” re mov'd too much. 
ZEYDA. 


| — O! murderous villain ! 

| . ZuLlIuA. 

Support me. Heli 5 ſpeak — He did not Lin him ? 5 
e | HELt. 
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Hari. 
A ruffian, brib'd to execute his Wee 
Stole on his lep. and ſtabb'd him. 
LEYDA. | 


# 


- Pow'rs of Heav' n = 
Where were the e of your Juſtice then 2 
Zu LIMA. | | 
| Soft! I wou'd breathe a moment! Barbaroſſa! — 
My curſes blaſt him! — Is he not — wy huſband ! 


The murderer of my love ! — ſee how he glares, 


And points his wounds, whoſe purple mouths unfold 
Their lips afreſh, and cry aloud for vengeance ! — 
Haſ « thou no dagger for a hand reſolv d 
HE LI. 
There may be daggers plac'd in faithful hands, 
When q maſlice thall demand them. —— 
LEYDA, 5 
1 — Barbarofla 
Sits on the throne of Tunis! Barbaroſſa, 
Deck'd in my brother's blood ! Is there no voice 
That calls for juſtice there? | 
LULIMA: 


| It ſhall be done | — 
Yet ſpare me, Zeyda; coward as I am, * 
Beſet with complicated horrors round! — 
Teach me the rage unquenchable, that burns 
1n more determin'd boſoms ! — Few he dies ! 
Araftid bids 1 1t.— Tl 
„ har, 

Let Araflid's friend 
Preſume to counſel. Raſh unguided anger 
Deſtroys its purpoſe. Tunis wants not friends, 
Deliberate, yet reſolv'd. To me intruſt, 


The means of cooler and more certain vengeance. 
f > TW 


e 


7 
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| züri. | BY | 


Thou hadſt 30 baothey murder'd by 1 hand 1— 
ZULIMA. | 


: Mo flier tie than brother to Araſſid! ! 


LA flouriſo of trumpets.) 
Hi n 
But hark | | he comes ! 'tis Barbaroſſa's trumpet. | 
| ZULIMA. 
Thus let me meet him while my boſom burſts 
YEN ſpeechleſs wrongs. 
| FUL bs 


Let me intreat thee, Lady, 
To ſhun his FRO now. By all that's holy, 
Axaſſid's memory ſhall have ample juſtice. 


ZEYDAs 
It ſhall, by Heav'n it ſhall! A woman's arm, 


Weak as it is, Deſpair and reckleſs ag 


Shall teach revenge. 
Zu LIMA. 


That vengeance pour on me. 
No wretch 1 the memory of thy brother 


Like Zulima! How freſh theſe fingers look, 
That claſp'd his murd'rer's hand Teach me to curſe, 
That leproſy may ſcald them, till they rot, 


A monument of horror! Come, my Zeyda, 


Support the labouring fury in my breaſt, 


Blow all its fires, and point them to revenge. 
| | E xeunt. 
Enter Haſſan, 
Es HassAN. | 
Heli, by me, has Barbarofla arder'd, 
The "Pm to be deine 
„ | 
I obey. 


HASSAN. 
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Demands his ear in ſecret. 


: When he unmaiſk'd. 
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Hass ax. 
T he * is your's. Let none 8 his _ 


ſence. 
A ſpecial envoy from the Porte arriv 'd, 


Exit Heli. 
With what = TON eyes he looks upon. 1 me, 
As if, already maſter of our fate, 
He call'd this enemy of virtue forth 
To anſwer for his crimes ! | 
Enter Barbaroſſa. 
BARBAROSSA. 


oy 6 faithful Haſſan 3 


Where i is the Sultan's meſſenger ? — 


Hass x. 
— He comes, 


Conducted by Suladdin. Whence the reaſon 


He holds this cautious ſecreſy, I know not ; 3 
But he receiv'd me with his vizor on, 
And look'd as if he doubted my attendants 


BARBAROSSA. 
"Tis but a trick of e, 


To awe the vulgar with myſterious ſeeming. 


Kao you his name and quality! — 
Hass AN. 
His name 


1 Zatma; and this writing of the Vizir IP 
That gives his delegated power in Afric, 
Names him, the friend of Mirza. From our confer— 


ence, 
J learn'd no farther of hlen's for be ſeem'd 


Niggard of talk, and mark'd me with an eye 
Of ſquint 3 ; Fe he tooks too young 


To 


N III. 


pre- 


Heli. 


fer- 


To 


To crown the praiſe he merits. 
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To have been vers'd in men, and draw miſtruſt 


From long-experienc'd falſehood. — But he comes. 

| BARBAROSS4A. | 

His port is noble; there's a ſhew of honour, 
Which ſome men bear about them for a title 
To claim our love unknown, and ſuch has Zatma. 

Suladdin enters with Zatma. 
8 LADDIN. | 
- Zarma, my Lord, the envoy of the Sultan — — 
| Zar | 

If I miſtake not, this is Barbaroſſa. 
By me the Sultan greets him, Fame has talk'd 
Loud of his deeds; and to the general voice 
The Ruler of the Faithful adds his own, 


BARBAROSSA. 


He O'er- rates 
The poor abi ly 1 kak to ſerve him. 

I boaſt a faithful heart; the reſt is Fortune's, 

: | ZATMA. - 

He knows and values it. The Spaniard ce 
Who proudly itands his oppoſite i in glory, | 
Satcd with blood of Chrittizns, now collects 
His ſcatter'd ſoldiers from their former ſields 
To pour them upon Afric. But the Sultan 


Relies unmov'd oa thee, and bids me promiſe 


The { peedieſt ſuccour. Hold the winds but true, 
In two days hence, a choſen Turkith band 


Shall join the eee of Tunis. —— 


BarBAROSSA. 
I had hopes 


To meet thoſe Chriſtians, with an honeſt truſt 


In ſome brave comrades of my battles paſt, 


With Tunis to affiſt them: but this a,, 
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Wie need him in the N 


Is but another copy of myſelf, 


So is his faith: 


— 
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Is precious, as it ſhows the Sultan's friendſhip, 


Nor that alone. — Suladdin, fee the guards 


Plac'd in their different ſtations ; as for Heli, 


Exit Suladdin. 


_ 32 - Now we ſpeak 


To faithful ears. This Haſlan, noble Larma, 


Fd 


And knows my nearcit counſcls. — 
ZarT MA. 


— 1 have heard 
Of ſuch a man; his valour is unqueſtion'd ; 
the friends of Barbaroſla, 
With all his tollowers true and brave as Haſſan. 
BARBAROSSA. | 
Then ſome of them are doubted ? — 
ZATMA. 


n | , - No, as yct 
I hope them faithful. But in delicate times, 
When our beſt caution is beſet with danger, 
There” s need of truſty friend: thips. Al the Porte, 
(Though ſtrange it ſcems that murmurs on the ccafts 


Of Ari jbs ould have reachd us , we have heard, 
' That Tunis bears. unwillingly the fway 


Of Barbaraja; to the race. of Kings, 
Grac'd by a line of jceptred Las 
Obedience grows on cuſtom. 

| Hass ax. 


But in Tunis 
It has been otherwiſe. Araſſid's birth, 
With all the gentle virtues of his ſoul, 
Inſur'd not him obedience. Fierce and ſubtle, ' 
The chiefs of Tunis, like their native liens, 5 


Ace 


. 


. 


3 


Araſſi d has a ſiſter. 


Does 2 eyda then betray us ? 


41 Alling up the 1 of report 
With gueſſes of ſome colour. Here in Tunis 
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Need bold and wakeful keepers. —— 


LATMA. 


It would ſeem, then, 


The Prince's e 7745 his people's love. 


HaAssAN. 
They have no love to give : the ſtourge 4 rule 
1s Haſſan's tenure of a ſubjets duty. 
In the cold regions of the north, they talk 


O laws, with liberty. The bright-beam'd ſun, 
* That warms our ſouthern climate, gives the be 
A keener ſpring, to mock reftraints like theſe. 


ZATMA. 

But youth thinks otherwiſe ; and he was young. 
His weakneſs has dy'd with him. On his virtue 
Remembrance now may build repentant Friendſbip, 
For partial Pity ſanct - the dead. 


BARBAROSSA. 
— Ha! a ſiſter ! 3 


ZATMA. 


I but e, 


Has Diſcontent ne'er murmur'd what it would ? 


Or have its murmurs never reach'd the palace 2 


Hass AN. 
They have. But Barbaroſſa would be noble 


Beyond the line of prudence. I have warn'd him, 


As yet unheeded : tho! it carries danger, 
It flatters me to find my fears confirm'd. | 
But they are paſt conjecture : I have trac'd them; 


And ſhortly, if I err not, they will riſa 
| F 2 | | To 
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| ZATMA. 
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Commiſſion'd with aſſurances of friendſhip 
1 JI To Barbaroſſa. Let me aid your ſearch. 

1 ' Young as I am, I have not wanted practice 

| 10 In policy of empire: Should I feem 

1 The friend of factious Tunis, hear in ſecret 
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1 | This would run deeper than a thouſand ſpies 
AK 4 To bare the plots of Treaſon. 
=} 3 | DARBAROSSA. 


Suſpicion to its ſource, nor blindly ſtrike 
With undiſtinguiſh'd vengeance, —— 


| 
"9h ; HassAN. 


But let me point its ; purpoſe. Thee are ſome 


His guard upon the palace where we ſtand, 
int Is leagu'd with traitors. - 

j % | | ö . BaRBAROSSA. 
| | Heli ! 


Hass AN. 


— 2 OT — — * 
CCC ⁰ TÄ 


. 
rn 


Moſt a patpabl to reaſon may be awſted. 
ar 
This Heli I have heard of: he is one, 
Or rumour has deceiv'd me, who repeats 
The apothegms of virtue for the rule 


From the Porte I came, 


- The murmurs of her ſpleen, and promiſe Juſtice 
| Ev'n in the Sultan's name, to heal her wrongs ; 


1 "036 a thought 
, | That bears the e ſemblance: I would trace 


This is well. 


That guides his actions; temperate in his liſe, 
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0 | Miſtruſt hath mark'd with danger, tho? we rank them ” 
10 SFF Amongſt our friends: the very man who holds 


r it ſigns 


And 
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And cool to paſſion. 
SE HASSAN, 

Therefore he's unſafe. 
The W love him for that ſhew of worth; 
And he who has not pleaſure for a motive, 

Has ſome of darker colours. | 

ZAT MA. 


| - will fied kin, 
He was, if I miſtake not, once the friend 


Of young Arafiid. 


> HasSAN- 


By Yes; I well remember 
When to the Porte Araſſid fled for ſhelter, 
Sequeſter'd from the public eye he liv'd, 

Nor ſaw even us, tho? choſen by the Sultan 


To lead his cauſe in Afric; but this Heli 


Jo his molt private hours of cloiiter'd ſadneſs 


Receiv'd admittance. 
| | Zara. | 

That may furniſh means 

8 To draw him from his covert : when the night 


Is farther worn I'll meet him; let your guards 
Have orders for the purpoſe, that I paſs. 


Unqueſtion'd in my walks. 
| BARBAROS54A. 
—— This ſignet leads you 


[G7 ving him a 7 Set. — 
At pleaſure thro? the palace. From the garden 


A ſecret paſſage leads to my apartment. 
28 eunuchs know the ſeal, and will obey you. 
ZaTM4A. | 
I ſhall not need their guidance, When a 6 
I dwelt ſome years in Tunis. By a kinſman, 
Whoſe office had its ſtation in the palace, 
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Tis a weak theme. 
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1 was brought often hither, and the place 


Still lives in my remembrance. One thing more, 
And Pm inſtructed : Lives there not in Tunis, 


Or was the ſtory falſe, a beauteous maid 


Araflid lov'd ? Her name was Zulima : 
Has * no friends? or are they Barbaroſſa 's? 
 HassaN. | 
Talk n not of her. There's ſomething in her name 
That blunts the honeſt ſpirit of a ſoldier ; 
And Barbaroſſa ſighs a warlike ſoul 


Jo ſoftneſs at her feet. — Ton ſeem ſurpris'd 


Indeed it ſuits not him, whoſe ſteady hand 
Should hold the reins of yet diſarder'd Tunis. 
He bluſhes at the thought. — But ſoon her beauty 


Will latiate when poſſeſs d. 
ZATMA. 


BanBan0554. 


— Nay, no more on't; 


HASSAN. 
— Forgive a ſoldier's bluntneſs. | 
You' re thoughtful, Sir. [To Zatma]. 
ZATMA. 
I was but juſt revolving 
Th” inftrutions you have given. This ſame Heli 
HassAN. 


Is full of danger. —— 
8 ZATMA. 
— I will ſcarch his heart. | 


| BarBaAROSssSA. | 
I'd have it ſearch'd. His ſemblance is a juſt one 
And tho? (I ſpeak it with a bluſhing check) 


J have not always held fo fair a purpoſe, 


Yet | 


Tux PRINCE OF TUNIS. | 4 


Yet now I would be tender where the arm 
Of purple vengeance led. The heart's great 15 
That ſpeaks within us, tho? Ambition's trump _ 
May drown his voice a while, will yet be heard : 
Upon his ſuffrage {till the ſoul depends, | 
Shrinks at his frown, or triumphs in his praiſe. 


E xeunt. 


End of the Third AR, 
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r . 
Barbaroſſa carrying a paper, and Haſſan: 


Ha ssAN. | 
ND now at laſt, when Haſſan's faith has trac'd 
That proof of treaſon, has his maſter thrown 
The milky diſpoſition from his breaſt 
That pleads for mercy ?- | 
BaRBaRossa. 

7 - I had not . it 
But for this proof. 1 kom the writing well; 


*Tis Heli's. 


* 


„„ 
Yes, the honeſt, virtuous Heli! 
Leagu'd with the villains who betray'd their Prince, 
And now, with pious vengeance for his wrongs, 
Betray their Conqueror. Why, this is man, 
And Haſſan knows him. With the ſounds of Fame, 
Of Right, of Freedom, talking like a God, 
He hides the baſeneſs of a rotten heart. 
The flave that brought me this engag'd ere now 
To meet me here. I will not truſt too much 
To him whom gold can win, When he returns, 
If he can tell enough to lead my ſteps 
A little farther, I will ſeal his lips: 
J have a dagger here, that has no tongue 
To 1 * the ſervice it performs in ſecret. 
- BARBAROSSA. 
Nay, not ſo bloodily : with Heli's death - 


Their plot ſhall wither 3 and the few, whoſe names 
| "a is 


his 


* 
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This ſcrawl has mentioned as the deepeſt traitors, 


We _ make lars 1 pauſe upon the reſt. 


HassaN. 
Did not your plan of clemency reſtrain him, 


Haſſan would ſay that every traitor left 


Was a new root for treachery to ſpring from. 
BarRBAROSSA. 
They cannot hurt us. When the ſtem is lopt, : 


Theſe little branches wither and decay. 


Beſides our proper miniſters of pow'r, 


The Turkiſh force, will hold us doubly ſafe. 
Suladdin ſays, that when his watch was chang'd, 
As by the ſetting ſun, he mark'd the ſea, 


Dim on its level line, he ſaw ariſe . 


Objects that ſeem'd a flect, and grew upon him 
Till darkneſs ſhut them out. If thoſe the gallies 


Sent by the Sultan, (as I truſt they are), 
By the firſt dawaing light they land in Tunis. 


| HassaNn. 
And when ſhall Heli die? 
BARBAROSSA. 


Pd ſtrike him boldly, 


To ſhow that Juſtice waits upon my will 


With open viſage, and diſdains to uſe 
The ſecret bow- ſtring. When the marriage-draught 


From Zulima is brought me, call for Heli, 
And kill him, like a ſoldier, in his arms. 
This letter, in the preſence of my guards, 
Myſelf will read, and ſhow them why he fell. 
HaAssAN. 
I like not much this oſtentatious killing; 


=”: dagg er would do better when he fleeps 
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1 fear not them. 
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The ioldiers love him. — 
| BaRBAROSSA. 
— And they love their maſter 
We es been fellows in ſome glorious gelds 4. 


Hass AN. | 

Whatever men may do, 

The wiſe ſhou'd fear. Each ſeveral one among them, 
For wants reliev'd, for dangerous duty ſhar'd, 


Regards him as a brother; and Pve ſeen him 
Fight like ſome fabled chief, with countleſs numbers, 


Till his arm tir'd-with ſlaughter. I would ſlay him 
With little danger, — Soft! It has ſometimes 
A mark of honour, from a warlike p 


Ince, 
Upon ſome favourite leader to beſtow - 
The bridal beverage. Let this ſimple form 
Pronounce his fate ; and while he drinks, my ſword | 
Shall ſcarch his dae — 
| BARBAROSSA. 

| —— Be it as thou wilt: 
I am not wont to look ſo deep for means 
To beard a foe. — This is my wedding-night; 
But the young loves are ſcar'd by thoughts of death ; 
Nor have I conquer'd yet Remorſe ſo much, 


But that I tremble when I look on her 


That weeps Araflid ! — But — I had forgotten _ 


I would not have her ſcen by Zeyda now; 


Zeyda may know too much. Give orders, Ham, 
That none, except th' attendants on her perſon, 5 
May have acceſs to Zulima, 
Enter a Soldier. 9 
SoLDIER. 
My Lord, there is a ſlave without, who ſays 


He 
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He comes to Haſſan. 
BaRDAROS54. 
Let him be ed 
Enter à Slave. | 
 SLave. 
Health to my Lord ! his ſlave awaits his e 
Hass AN. 
"= So tidings are not wont to need a preface; 
Speak thaw without it. — Met the chiefs of Tunis? 
| „ | 
To-night they have not; yet 'tis ſomething paſt 
Their wonted hour of meeting. 
HASSAN. 
—— Have you learn'd 
The names of thoſe aſſociates? | | 
SLAVE. 


55 | Thoſe alin 
Deſcrib'd in Heli's paper. in the en 
They come; their faces vizor'd, and their cloaks, 
A noteleſs habit — I will try to learn them; 
But they begin to doubt me, from that letter 


Of Heli s loſt, 


: HAssAx. 5 | 
— Then Heli has been with them, 


SLAVE. | 
I know not that. , I heard them talk of _ | 


2 Ae boaſt his valour, and his {kill in war. 

| HassAN. | 
No matter; go, and ſwear thy faith unſhaken, 
' Learn if they meet; and, if thou can'ſt, return 
Before the watch of midnight. 


Exit Slave. 


BARBAROSSA. 
— Ten wait not 
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For Zatma's ſearch. 5 

HasSAN. 

I would not truſt to Zatma, 
Yours as he is; too ſubtle for a boy, 

Not firm enough for man. I ſaw his face 

Croſs'd with ſome lines, that how d a wavering ſoul 


Amidſt his proffer'd ſervice. 
| BARBAROSSA, 


| Zatma too! 
For us miſtruſt i fear have mark'd the world ! =» ' 
Why do we buſtle for the ſeats of pow'r, 
; To fit with torture there? — Lives there indeed, 
Or is it but the dream of weaker minds, | 
Some genuine bliſs, that dwells with humble virtue ? 
Perhaps there may; for Barbaroſſa feels, 
Crown'd with its with, the tolls of VICE are vain, 
Exeunt. 


Eater Heli. 
i 8 
Tis near the time ! and expectation throbs 
In burning boſoms for the ſign of action! 
If yet may Reaſon pauſe upon the deed, 
Are theſe the means of virtue? Mufff'd Treaſon : 
Is not of Virtue's colour. Much I fear, | 
The paths of Falſchood, tho' they lead to juſtice, 
Are not approv'd of Heav'n. — Yet link'd with thoſe 
Whoſe murd'rous hands were bath'd in princely 
blood, 
Araſſid bids me ſtrike ! I vow'd revenge 
Upon Arxaſſid's grave. — The pride of right 
Wak'd in my boſom, when the general voice 
Call'd for the aid of Heli to revenge him. 
I know not what — there are ſome great events 
Beyond the ſearch of cool deliberate Reaſon 


And, 


r TUNIS. as 
And, tangbd as I am amidſt the toils | 


Of fateful peril, I would huſh its voice, — 
Ha! Zeyda here! She comes to ſpeak her wrongs, 


And plead tor vengeance too! 
Enter Zeyda. 
» ZEYDA-. | 
Heli alone! No flave to hear the voice 
Of injur'd Zeyda ! yet within theſe walls 
| Muſt Zeyda ſpeak by ſtealth ? She will not long; 
| Indignant pride will burſt the chains of fear, | 
- And tell this tyrant, *midſt his marſhall'd guards, 
All that my rage can dictate. But from thee, 
My ſilence learn'd a motive, *tis revenge. 


I come, the monitreſs of flow reſolves : 
Mine is the birthnight of my country's wrongs; 
* And mine, the challenge of a brother's murder. 
5 = Hr | 
” | They have not been forgotten. 
|  ZEvDa. 


Oh ! they cannot, 
They cannot be forgotten. Faith and manhood 
. Would bluſh to think they ſhould. For three long 
months 
Has Tunis bow'd to Barbaroſſa's pow'r, 
Whom Heli knew a murderer. 
HEL1. 


%o - 


Spare thy cenſure ; j 
The ſoul af Heli } has been often wrung 
To think of that. To quit Arafſid's wrongs, 
He blots his age with treaſon to his maſter. 
: ZEYDA. 
| Treaſon to him is virtue, —— 
"HEL. 
— To. the ſons 
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That whiſper it is mine. 


54 THE PRINCE OF TUNIS. 
Of blind Ambition ſuch diſtinctions heal 
The wounds of conſcience; mine can feel it here 
Beneath their cover: Barbaroſſa truſts me. 
nr | 
Ves for a while; his pow'r in Tunis yet 
Unſtable on its baſe: when that is fix'd, 
The pillars that ſupport it now, will fall, 
And crumble into duſt. The tyrant's ſoul 
Muſt hold antipathy to worth like thine; 
While Haſſan's envy hovers o'er its prey, 
And waits the firſt occaſion to deſtroy thee. 
| rt. 
I know his hatred. Malice and revenge 
Dwell in his ſavage boſom uncontroub'd, 


And they have mark'd me; for my honeſt heart 
Diſdain'd alliance with ſo foul a villain ; z | | Tg 


Act IV. 


And when he would have ſooth'd me with his friend. 
ſhip, 

Indignant roſe, and ſpurn'd it proudly from me. 

I ſtill remember'd when his barbarous inſult 


Doom'd me to laſting chains, to toil for life, 


Bound to an oar in Barbarolla's galley. — 


The Kory © is a wg ONE, — 

LEYDA. | | 
Tell i it, Heli. 
The tale of wrongs, of infamy, of woe, 
Is but th' unfolding of my tortur'd thoughts, 


* 


HELI. 
Of woe indeed 
Oh! what a heart was his, 


Is Heli's tale. 


To nurſe its memory thro? revolving years. 
And yet beat healthful {till ! Unſported fouls ! 
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THE PRINCE OF TUNIS. 55 
My wife ! my daughter ! thou whoſe infant ſoftneſs 5 
The burſting billows cradl'd! call'ſt thou hence, 
Wich beckoning ſmile, from yonder fields of light, 
The hoary, deſolate, and friendleſs Heli? — 
Forgive an old man's tears. 


ZET DA. 
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—— Tell me their cauſe. 
You ſhall not want a friend, 


HEIL I. 


„ eighteen years 
; Since I was bleſs'd wick friendſhip, and with love. 


O! roo much bleſs'd f unwelcome thoughts, that 
paint 
The fleeting ſhadows of my former comforts; ; 
Away ! ye tear my ſoul ! One fateful hour 
Snatch'd them at once, and left me dark and wretched. 
I need not tell each circumſtance of ſorrow : 
Know'ſt thou a father's or a huſband's love ? 
A wife, the pattern of unſully'd faith; 
A child, the lovelieſt babe that ever ſmil d 
In infant innocence ; — down, down my heart ! . 
One treacherous veſſel held. Here, on the coaſt 18 
Of Afric, to the ſca's unpitying roar, 
I ſaw that treaſure caſt; and, baſely fond | 9 
Of miſerable life, when from their arms | | | T1 
The ſurge had tore me, on a ſhatter'd plank 1 
Preſery'd a being to be dragg'd in woe. - | = 
| | ZEYDA. TY | 1 
hw infant-daughter! Ha! But end thy tale. 
8 
All night I floated on this flender bark. | 
The morning came, and Barbarofla's galley W 
Receiv'd me from the waves: but Haflan's eye, 
Which ne'er did pity melt, beheld unmovd 
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Art thou my daughter ? 
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The wringings of my heart, Some trilling jewels, 
That chance had let me keep, the villain plunder'd, 


And chain'd me with his ſlaves. . His maſter ſaw it, 


And ſhar'd th' inhuman ſpoil. - But kinder Heav'n 


| Reſtor'd me freedom. By a Chriſtian galley 


Attack'd and boarded, with reluctant truſt 
They gave me arms; and mindleſs of my wrongs, 


I fought with reckleſs valour on their fide. 
We conquer'd ; my reward was liberty; 


And fince has Barbarofla try'd to win me 


With confidence and favour. 
| ZkE TDA. 


I have Sd thee. 


With more than common 1 ! Eighteen years? 


Here on the coaſt of Afric ? 
HC. 


Why t that 8 2 
: ZEYDA- | | | 
Lodt on this brac'let. [Shewing him a bracelet. 


HEL1. | 
— — -O! ! eternal pow'rs ! — 


ZEYDA. | | 
No : but the whoſe arms 


Thoſe pearls circled. 
3 
Ohl ſhe was, | the was. | 
Sce here the fellow of that faithful witneſs ! 
[Shewing another. 


About her little wilt her mother ty'd 
That father's preſent ! Prophet of the faithful! 


Say, does ſhe live! thou can'ſt not lay i the lives. — 


ZEYDA. | 
She does indeed; but wretched are her days. 


HELL, 
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| | HELI. 

Tell me, that I may fly to her relief, — 
Let me but ſee her, claſp her in theſe arms, 
And pour a father's ſoul in tranſports o'er her. 

ZEYDA. 
Her name is Zulima. —— 
TE es HELL... | 4 
Hs! Zulimaa wil 


His wife ! —- | 
ZEYDA. 


FEI. -: 


| Myſterious Fate! A thouſand thoughts are prefing 


Upon my heart 
| ZEYPDA. 
A Arxaſſid was thy friend, 
Lord of thy daughter's vows! This monſter came, 
This curs'd aſſaſſin recking in his blood, | 
And, with unbluſhing Falſchood, ſtole the hand 
His "mY had widow'd. —— 
Herr, 
— | Let me find her. 
My wounded heart would lean upon her love, 
Seck its loſt peace, with big luxurious throbbings, 
Forget its woes, and wonder at its bliſs. \ 
LEYDA. = 
Come then, and ſee this daughter; ſee her fs 
Low on the ground, and torn with ſpeechleſs anguiſh ! 
And if thy nature {hould forger its on, 
Think 4 her wrongs, and, if thou can t, forgive chem. 
Enter Suladdin. 


HELI. 


TL:  SULADDIN. 


Heli, Barbarofla orders, 
| H OE That 


'The n s wife! Why doſt then pauſe ?- 
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That none, except th? atteridabts on her . 
Shall have acecls to Zulima, —— 
HEIL I. 


| — What, none! 
W you the Princeſs —— 


SuLADDI. 


There was no exception i 
My charge was poſitive. - — 


HEL1. 
— This looks ſuſpicion. 


n you the cauſe ? —— 


SULADDIN. 
#4 vou know a ſoldier's duty; 
I aſk'd for none. Yet I am Heli's friend, 
And would go ſomething paſt the line of prudence 
To do him ſervice. I would have thee watchful. 
If I am not deceiv'd in my conjecture, 
Diſtruſt is on thy ſteps, and they are mark'd 
With looks that carry danger. —— | 
 HEL1, 


I am caution d. 


1 A thee for the „ kindneſßt of thy fear. 


But whence arole it? - 
ES | SULAPp DIF 
9 LZ When the Turkiſh envoy 


I led to Barbaroſſa, chance detain'd me 


A while within the palace, near the chamber 
Where they were met. I could diſtinctly hear 
The voice of Haſſan name thee in a tone | 
(For Haſſan too was there) remote from kindneſs, 
And league it with the ſound of traitor. Thee too 
They mention'd, Lady: but Jam not — 
In my ſuſpicions. —— 

ZEvDa. 


—— Let them * of Zeyda, 


It 


nx PRINCE or TUNIS. «9 
It is the curſe of tyrants to be ſtung 5 5 


With jealous fear. It daunts not me, Suladdin; 
The dagger redden'd with my kindred blood. — 
. - 

No more of that, — Accept our hand: Suladdin. 
Some darker ſoul hath clouded Barbaroſſa's — 
But time ſhall undeceive him. —— 
SULADDIN. 
—— You were e fought, 


The Sultan's envoy, as he paſs'd my guard, 
| Inquir'd for Heli; but beware of him,— _ 
He means, if I o'erheard him right, to ſearch thee 
For ground of accuſation gainſt thyſelf. 
Perhaps I ſpeak too much; but I have known thee 
For truth and virtue, and I truſt thee freely. 

HELI. 
Thou mayſt with ſafety. — Has this Turk a name ? 
SULADDIN, | | 

_ His name is Zatma. — 


Hr. . | 
Zatma! — It is well, 


He ſhall not find me. - 
SULADDIN. 
—— I muſt leave you now; 


IT Tis near che time when Haſſan walks his round. 


Let me again remind you to be ſecret. 
W + 5:2 8 


Hold me your friend; nor think ſo meanly of me I 
The time may come when Heli can "AL. 
Your confidence. Farewell. —— 


"Tis as it ſhould be now. The lot is caſt, 


And in ſome little hours the fate of Tunis 
| 1 Shall 


Exit Suladdin. | 
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6% THE PRINCE OF TUNIS. Ad. 
Shall ſtand determined ! | "Haſflan's ſubtilty 


Lon: that rouſe without the hunter's call. 


Not to go forward, when the gulf behind 


; This gread arbitrement is only left me. „„ 


| The craft of treacherous mn will prevent 


May trace the covert; but he meets ere long 


5 | ZEYDA. ; 
"Tis bravely ſpoken ! On this point you ſtand : 


Is yawning with deſtruction, were e the weakneſs | 
Of a poor trembling coward. „ | 
| Heri. 


80 | it were. 


ZEYDA. 
My pray'rs ſhall aid thee; but I fear me, Heli, 


Thy brave revenge. 


Her 1. 

Before his blow e 
The chiefs of Tunis ſtrike. Now they are met. 

I go to join them. Zulima is here, | 


My long-loſt daughter, and a parent's heart 


| Swells i in this breaſt to meet her, — but in vain. 


Perhaps, amidſt the deathful chance of war, 
Some ſword may reach it. — There's a coward thought 


That wooes me back to life! to ſee. my child! 


o 


To preſs one parting kiſs upon her lips! — 


Oh! this were much ! but yet — if thou ſurviv' it, 


Carry a father's lateſt bleſſing to her, 
And tell her — But I would not melt my ſoul | 
Beneath a warrior's temper : fare thee well! 


When thou ſhalt hear the clath of meeting ſwords, 


And the ftill air of midnight rudely broken 

With clanging trumpets, and the ſhouts of war, 

Then think on Heli ; for thy brother's wrongs, 
„ And 


THE PRINCE OF TUN IS. 61 


/ And thine, he fights. —He makes no pray'r for life ! 
If he muſt fall, he falls among the brave 
But guide him, Prophet! as becomes a ſoldier, 
To fight with juſtice, and to fall with glory 1 
| ; N E xeunt. 


End of the Fourth Act. 
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SCENE. The apartment of Zulima, 


Enter Zulima, with an Attendant, to whom Pl deli- 


vers à cup. | : 


Zulu. 


\His then to Barbaroſſa; — tis the gift | 
Of faithful love! — What of the draught re- 


mains, 


Tell him from her, that Zulima will drain 
EVvxen to its lateſt 25 


Exit Attendant, 
He drinks ! he dies! 


Methinks I fee him quiv'ring in the pangs 
Yon poiſon'd beverage gives ! — Ha ! do I tremble, — 


The purpoſes of horror ſhould be driv'n 
On burning wheels, that mock Reflection's reach! 


Ye miniſters of vengeance ! ye who ride 
On Tempeſt's wings, and point the lightning's ſpear ! 


n Who ſplit the boſom of the trembling earth 


Or from the phials of offended Heav'n 
Pour its black venom on the deathful gale ! | 
Inſpire my ſoul with unrelenting rage, | 
And chaſe the buſy fears that riſe upon me ! 


They tell me 'tis a dreadful thing to die! 
They whiſper guilt and murder! Ha! no more! 


Is it not treaſon to my ſlaughter'd love? 
Away ye tremblings of a woman's heart ! 


I come! I come; Araſlid! if thy ſoul. 


Yet lingers for revenge, receive it now, 
An off ' ring from the hands of Zulima !— 
Some one behind the Scenes. | 
My love, where art thou ?— Hiſt ! my Zulima. 
Zu- 
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Züri | 
Angels of mercy guard me! was not that 
. Axraſſid's voice? — If from the realms of bliſs 
ITI) hou hear'ſt the wretched Zulima ! — protect me 
> Ye bleſſed pow'rs } Araflid ! | 


She faint 
Enter Zatma, whois runs to ſupport her. 


My Zulima! Diſtraction! Speak! She breathes ! "i 
She breathes again! — Tis thy Araſſid calls thee ! 
ZULIMA. 
1 i Oh faithful Prophet! are we not in heavn! 
The drug was ſpeedy ! How the _— EG? 2 
Theſe are the bow'rs of bliſs ! 


| | Athens © | | 
5 5 ; — ſpeak not chus! 
Hear me, my love! —— 
1 .  ZULIMA. | 
: — . 
ARASSID. | 


—— Yes, *tis he, 


| Tis he himſelf. e | 
© ZULlIMA. 

| | —— But my Arxaſſid's and; | | 

Murder'd by —— Ha! — ſtop there, and wy from 


madneſs 
| ARASSID. 
Calle thy vex'd ſoul, and look upon Araſſid. 
; Heav'n has preſerv d his life to love and thee. 
| ZULIMA. _ 
He Hoes: he lives ! or has my brain been rack'd 

Till Neale left her ſeat _ 

| Am Dy. - 


— Ne; 3 let me hold thee. 
| Thus to my heart, and tell thee that I live . 


0 
4 8 
. F 
» — 2 5 8 
1 - 
* = £ 5 : 
* * 


64 THE PRINCE OF TUNIS. Aa v. 


This one embrace repays my ſorrows paſt, 
And throws oblivion on my days of bondage! 
Haſt thou not much to aſk ? — Then hear it all. — 

| Zur IM. 

Firſt let me gaze upon thee! ſtrain my a 
Wich making greedy comments on thy look, 
And riot on Remembrance !—Yes, he lives! — 
I do not dream ; he lives OP what n * T- > 
Of wogders do you live: 2. 

Ain „ 

Fas * . | 1 5 N 
I found one honeſt man. The treacherous Vizir _ 

Had doom'd me to deſtruction; ſmil'd, and doom'd me. 
With much pretended friendſhip to my cauſe, 
He train'd me to the palace; with a priſon, 

A gilded priſon, and a guard of -mutes, 
He honour'd (as he faid) the Prince of Tunis. 

My own attendants vaniſh'd by degrees; 

And Barbaroſſa — ſtart not — Yes, the fiend 
Who now is Lord of Tunis, was commiflion'd 
To buy its ſceptre with Araſſid's blood, 

But my good genius link'd the villain's ſcheme 
With one of whiter ſoul, the virtuous Mirza. 

He was the keeper of this helpleſs prey | 
Their nets had 'tangl'd. He would hear me tell 
The ſtory of my wrongs, and weep to hear them. 

He yy. lov'd, and ſav'd me.- ü | 

\ ZULIMA. | N 
— Bleflings on him 1 ! 

1 | The bleſſings of the wretched reach to heav' De. 

. | Ak Ass. 

He was the wretch's friend; with honeſt falſehood | 

Deceiv'd them with a ſtory of my murder, . | 

Pretended rites of burial to my corſe; 51 
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| To whiſper out my vows.— 
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And ee truth ſo well with e 
That not a doubt aroſe. — Clad like a ſlave „ 
I wrought in Mirza's garden. But the life 


65 


His generous care preſerv'd, grew hateful now, i 


Baniſh'd from bliſs and thee. Nor yet alone 
Did abſence give it torture: Barbaroſſa, | 


But half content with empire, ſought for love, 
The love of Zulima ! —— 


 ZULIMA. 
. —— Speak not of that. 
The theme is dreadful ; preſs it not upon me: 
It leads to deſperation | 


_ ARASSID. 
No; it Mall not. 


When at the 8 the ſullen pride that waits 


Upon misfortune, bade me not be ſeen 


To many eyes, to Barbaroſſa never. 
Nor do his followers know me; one except, 
Whoſe ſoul is honeſt midſt ſurrounding villains, 


Is gentle *midſt the ruffian band he leads. 


Hence, by another venial artifice, 1 
Paſs'd on the Sultan for a friend of Mirza' . „ 


I come his choſen meſſenger to Afric; 
And Barbaroſſa truſts me. — Is it baſe 


Jo deal in fraud thus? For methinks the Prince 
Of injur'd Tunis ſhould have walk'd in light; 


Arm'd with the ſwelling ſenſe of all his wrongs, 
Calbd this uſurper forth, and claim'd revenge. 
Am I a coward ? *tis for thee, my love ! 


For thee, diſguis'd beneath another's name, 


win this golden interview by ſtealth, 


ZULIMA, P 


lou muſt not love me — 
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f KS AragzrD. | 1 
Not love thee | —_ | 
Zv Loa. 
No; you muſt not, nor r forgive me. 
| No; hate me, throw me from thee — Yet methinks 
I would not have you hate me. 
| ARassSID. 
— Hate thee ! Heavens => 
5 Eur.. 
Thou can'ſt not think how baſely I am fallen ! 
Have I no mark of uglineſs about me, 
To ſhew how vile Jam? | 
 ARass1D. 
| — Oh ! thou art lovely 
Beyond the dreams of Heaven! 1I— 8 
ZULIMA. _ 
It cannot be. 
TI am not APE I was.; the ſerpent? s touch | 
Las turn'd this flow'r to poiſon. — Barbarofla — 
ARASSID, 5 
Ha what of him? He Agent not; ſure 5 durſt 
not — 
88 ty on the a; ; did be wrong wy. honour 7 ? 
ZuLIMA. | 
15 did not; — but — Ree have wrong 'd it vilely,— 
Sf am his wife! 


ARASSID. 


— His wife 
. 
— This fatal morn, 
1 vow'd myſelf his 6 — | 
ROSA. 
- ZULIMS, 
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| 7 ZULIMA. OS : 
If thou haſt pity, change that tender look x . l 
It tears 1 heart! —Deteſt me as you ought. 
 Axras8ID. 
| Deteſt thee ! No; the dreadful truth appears, 
And ruſhes on my mind. The villain's art 
At laſt prevaild, and my pretended death — 
LULIMA, AS 7 h 
Oh ! ſeek not to excuſe me ; I muſt hide, OR | | I 
Where the hot bluſh ſhall burn my cheek no more! [ 
Ere the next fun ſhall Zulima be low! 
Her huſband, Death ! her bridal bed, the Grave 
The malice of her fate ſhall chaſe no longer. 
Ev'n thou may'ſt weep, and half forget to blame 
The violated faith of her Jou lov'd ! | 
[Shout at à diflance. 
Hark "was the ſhout-of war! Oh! leave a wretch 
Whole preſence is infectious with misfortune ! ' 
8 [Shout again. 
Again Oh Heavens 1 
| ARASSI D. ” 
I cannot leave you thus : 
And yet — my heart is bounding at the f 
Of f gallafit ſtrife, — My ſiſter ! —— 
Enter Zeyda. 
ZET PDA. 


What art chou, 3 
That croſſeſt eds in Arad? s form? Ur 
Speak, J conjure thee ! 
| ARASSID. | 
re Ow eis Arxaſſid's ſelf. 
Forbear thy wonder; for the tale's too long 


At ſuch a time, Why that mieden joy, | 
TA That 
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That glow'd on Zeyda's check 2— 


ZE Y DA. 


| Firſt let me claſp mee 
Thus, to a ſiſter s heart! There wanted this, 

To cloſe the wonders of an hour ſo bleſs'd. — 

He lives ! he lives! for him the Chiefs of Tunis 


ARASSID. and ZULIMA. 
LEYDA. 


The tyrant Gm theſe walls; and in the front 
The valiant Heli, ſhouting o'er the dead, 
With Haſſan's trunkleſs viſage for a ſtandard, 


3 n his conquering bands along. 


Z u. LIMA. 


| Oh noble Heli ! 
|  ARasSID. 
—— Have I found him here ? 


wy friend again! 1 


Zurps, 
Oh ! he is more than friend, 


[To Zu 


ZuLina. 


rr. 


Look on its twin, ee another 1. and know 
that this was Heli's ! 


The dear remembrance of a lavghter loſt, 


ZULIMA. 


—— Gracious Pow” rs! 
My 


1 ſaw them 1 | 


Ah! too well 1 know i it, 
The earlieſt comrade FR my infant woe! | 


J 
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0 My head grows dizzy with mY tales 4 wonder 
Then Heli: 


9 SEL Zur DA. 
—— Is thy father. 
| ARASSI Rb. 
— Ha! har father J 
| ZULIMA. 
Spare me, ye ſwelling tranſports ! — Yet I feel, 
There | is an icy weight upon my heart, = 
: That will not let it riſe ! — Araſſid ! Zeyda ! — 
Save me; the tide of Fate is ruſhing on me 
I know not what! — Wilder'd I am, and weak | — 
| Methought I ſhou'd have flept, and been forgotten; 
This, like ann. and buſy dream, hath wak'd 
me, „ | 
Panting amidſt its buſtle. 
ArassID. 
Fear not, my love 1133 
Sure there are days of bliſs reſerv'd in Heav'n, 
For virtue ſuch as thine, — | 
ZETDA- 
- But ſee thy 9 1— 
E Heli. 
. 
How my heart ſprings to meet a a len s graſp. 
| [Embracing ber. 
Y let me gaze upon thee, trace the features 
Ot my loſt infant, of her mother loſt. 
. ZuLIMA. 
1 ſpeak. — My father! 
| Ann nin, 
| — Speech is „ 
Let Hel's ſilent wonder cloſe the ſeene, 


By 
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Ty ES on Araſlid, — 


HL I. 
—— Holy Prophet ! 


Araſſid wass! 
. ARASSID. 5 
 =— Yes; he lives, to thank thee. 
Thus let him claſp the friend of his misfortunes, 
» [Embracing . 
Deceiv'd by Mirza, when you wept my death, | 
Heav'n ſaw Your tears, and bleſs'd them. 
NY OE HELI. 
— Ir has pleſsd me 
To night indeed. And have we fought for thee? 
We ſhould have better n 5 and yet my on 7; 


Did bravely too. 
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1 D. 
Tell me, my . friend; 
That I may blake Rouge I owe them, 
Ppt * +7 al 
„ wil; he there's a faintneſs hangs about me 
That ſhould be abſent now, — My brave aſſociates 


Had drawn their troops, in ſecret, near the palace 
And chance had plac'd ſome veterans of my band 


In poſts within it. — Barbaroſſa calPd me. 
| He fat, with Haffan ſtanding at his ſide, 
And ſome few guards around them. With a ſmile, 
A ſmooth deceitful ſmile, he bade me welcome, 
Upon a table ſtood his marriage-cup, _ 
FilPd with its ſpicy draught. * Heli,” he aud, | 
“ This is the gift of Zulima. In token [ 
« Of truſt, and friendſhip for thy ſervice paſt, 
« To thee this nuprial beverage I aſſign. 
0 Drink to my fair- one's fortune.“ — I obey'd; 
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Bar, as I drank. 
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. I” 

—— Drank ! ſaid'ſt thou? 1 
Tis paſt; and not a blacker curſe __ | 
In yonder Heav'ns ! 


| Hut. 5 | ; 
— Support her; I grow faint, | 
Why doſt Re rivet thus thine eyes upon me, 
My Zulima ! they wring thy father's heart. ' 
> "SO LIMA, | 
That cup! Is there no friendly hand t to ſtab me? 
It ſhould be ſpoken only with the breath _ 
Of Of dying pangs ! — That cup thy daughter poiſon” dl— 
ARASSID and e | 
Poiſon'd | | | 


Hl. i. : 1 
Nay, look not thus amaz'd, my friend. | 
Dear to thy father ſtill ! — [To Zulima 2 Twas raſh. 

| — No more — © on 
I feel! it ſting. — Methinks, I ſhould Kane liv'd | 
A little longer, midſt my new- found joys. | 


My friend my daughter Let I thank thee, A 
I could not die more bleſs'd —— 


Enter a ſoldier. 
SOLDIER. 


Fly, Heli, fly. — Deſtruction? s ON thy ſteps. 


As Barbaroſſa, by thy troops purſu'd, 


Fled to the port, upon the inſtant landed 


The Turkiſh gallies: freſh, and warm for battle, 1 


Their ſoldiers pour'd to Barbaroſſa's aid, 2 
And made reſiſtance vain. The Chiefs of Tunis , 


Have fallen bravely, Alid, with a few 
Remaining forces, guards the palace-gate 


Some : 
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* moments, till you *ſcape. —— 
=” _ Her1,. 
3 T ſhall not ſcape. 
He triumphs now. This is my reſting- place. 
| F. 


ZULIMA. 
And where is mine ? — 
Shrinks not the earth from parricide and me ! 
ARASSID. | 
A few remaining forces guard the gate. 
There will Araſſid fall! 


HEL I. 


[Going out. 


as © ö - Stay, I conjure thee. 
Look on my daughter. Thou didit love her once ; 
Support her now. — ” 
 : ARass1 D. 
—— Yes, I'ma unnd chere. 
ZEYDA. . 
A woman's voice may ſtop him in his courſe, 
Some feeble pity if his boſom hold, 
And 1 may touch it — Soldier, to the gate. 
| Exit Zeyda, with the ſoldier. 
ZULIMA. Ealing behind Heli, and Supporting him. 
Can'ſt thou yet bear this moſt unhallow'd touch? 
n „„ 
8 Oh! ! it is ſweeter to my parting ſoul . 
_ Than hymns of angels !— wou'd theſe rente let me = 1 
Ruler of Heav'n ! thou ſee'ſt no common tears 
Upon theſe ſhrivelPd. checks ! 1 Oh! let the pangs 
That wring them from me, cover from thy wrath 
One hapleſs « daughter! — Oh ! my heart's on fire! 
But — it can bleſs thee fin | — Alas ! my child ! 
To what ar cad 8 8 9 of the faithful ! 
Cs | Hear” ſt 
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Hearſt thou an old man's pray'r that gaſps t to make ie? 
Protect, and — Oh! — 
| Dian 
5 Zora . 
No: let me curſe; and if the thunder 2 oy 
Awake its hotteſt bolt, and call it here ! — 8 


5 


I am not mad; I know I am not mad. | 
This old man was my father ! — Murder'd - Mur= 


der'd ! — 
[Throwin g herſelf on the body of ber fathers 
 ARASSID. 
Hear me, my love; the dreadful ſcene o 'erpow's rs 


thee. 


This ſignet yet commands the means of flight. 


* Zvriima. | 
3 1 will not fly ! — Have not thoſe lips a voice! 
Cold as they are, and black with deathful poiſon! - 


. 


How my brain burns! — Look there ! Wy n 


ſhade! [ 


See how he waves me with his bloodleſs hand ! 
He ſhakes his boary locks | — — Again he beckons ' — _ 


Thus I obey the ſummons. — 
[Stabs 2 


ARAss1b. 


What haſt thou done ? 
 ZULIMA. | 


I know not what 
dizzy! | : 


Support me, my Araſſid. — Thou pale corſs} 


My murder'd father! — But let this atone, 
This pang that graſps my heart, and — Oh! Arad 


| [Dies. „ 


lhe res” | AnAss15. 


my head grows ati" 1 


4 
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And doſt thou call Araſſidꝰ —— 4 Sour i is ha | 
; wn FR 1 they come !— . 
[Shout on the other fi . 
Again ' 3 ! — but they ſhout in vain, 
Deſpair ſhall Tcape * em; for Deſpair can die. 
| 6 [Runs off. 
Enter, with their N draun, Barbaroſſa, and At- 
tendants. 
| BaARBAROSSA. LI entering. c 
Save him, I charge you, ſave him. "7 our Pro- . 
r | 
Who ſtrikes Araſſid dies! — Angels af Rect ' 
My Zulima ! —if yet a breath remains — 
[Dropping his ſword, and * himſelf _— by 
Zulima. . 
Curſe on my conqueſt ! Lifeleſs, pale, and cold !— — „ 
Such arc the triumphs of this ruthleſs arm! i | 
Enter Suladdin haſtily. 
5 | Su¹ADDIN. 
= Alas my Lord, Arafiid - 
| | | BaRBAROSS4. 
| | | What of him ? 
. $97, that he a; and half abſolve my crimes. 
5 SULADDIN. 2 
_— :: He . no more! Vain was your charge of mercy. | 
14 | Wich deſperate fury on the Turkiſh band 
' = + Headlong he ruſh'd, and from a ſtranger's ſword 
= | Provok'd the death „ . 
| _ BARBAROSSA. 
% 1 - „ 8 too! 
Murder and 1 make hands! — — Avaunt, and [cave n me. 
| ES [To 'bis attendants, 
1 Slaves, can Lye chaſe this vulture from my heart! — _-0 
_ i aa! 
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Z THE PRINCE OF TUNIS. 75 


Hal I may yet appente | — 
| [Snatching up the dagger. 
| SuLaDDIN. [Preventing him. 

= | — Good, my Lord, 


Let me intreat yOu. = 
BARBAROSSA.. 

"Twas that demon Haſſan — 
Tear TERS to pieces - the villain writhes 

On Heli's ſword ! — Hell! Hell! thy fires are cold 
For ſuch a deed ! — But ſoft ! Araflid lives! — 

Did ſhe not ſay he liv'd ! — Huth — where is Zeyda? 
| Let her be treated kindly. — Give me room 

To breathe this fever off !—Pd give a RO 
To hear her ſay he liv'd ! — 

This is my wedding- night! where is her And of 
Lead me to Zulima — 

What! with theſe bloody hands: . No more c of chat 
I'll muffle them in night. — ht away! - 


.. 


Exit. 
| Sino, To the attendant 

Attend your maſter : I will uſe his pow'r 
To ſmoothe the ſwelling which 1 ſtorm has left. 
| Let him be * 


Rande attendants. 
Sleep ſt thou, lovely maid? _ 
0 to thy memory ! — Hapleſs chief, farewell ! 
More wretched far is he whoſe conquering ſword 
HFath triumph'd now in Tunis. Keen Remorſe 
- Preys on his life, nor aught that pow'r can boaſt” 
Avails to ſoothe it} — May I die like you! 
And thus ſome heart, by 'Truth, by Nature _—_ 
Shed the \ warm drops of pity on my bier! 
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| 72 I . there's no A thing as dealing 


LT TO CUE 


Spoken by Mrs WEsToN. 


5 


With theſe flarch Poets, Na theſe — Men of 
PFecling 


Said I, Your Tragedy is | fairly over, 


And Zulima lies buried with her lover ! 


7 hope yaur Muſe”s pew*r extends no further, 


Than poiſon'd bowls, and daggers drench'd with ne 
Neu ſhe has laid her herazs to their reſt, 

Shell leave to us our Epilogue and Feſt, 

* 7 cur Epilogue,” ſaid he, « Oh! bane of ſenſe ! 

Blat to the Stage, and Feeling's worſt offence ! 

Where Pity's ſoft luxurious tear ſbould flow, 

Should Paſſion warm, ſbou'd conſcious Virtue glew ; ; 
This child, of Folly and of Faſhion born, 


w_ 


c 


c 


Py 


0 


A 


©& Laughs ev'ry nobler ſentiment to ſcorn. 


* * 


c The Poet's Nature, and the Player's Art, 
Chas'd by her voice, forſake the ſwelling heart, 
« And where had Fancy form'd her viſions fair, 


A 


6 


This grinnjng idiot reigns unrival'd there.“ 

More had he ſaid ; but here I cut him ſhort, 

And came to you to crave your ſanction for 't. 

What ſay ye * Shall they bring their plays in * 
. the ſmart * 2E Wer! ? 

And 


EF IT OG ͤ 
And when their fuſs of tragic woe is done, 
| Shrew up their mouths, and grudge our bit of fun? 
When we have dry'd the tears that Pity ſhed, 
Shall we not take the living for the dead? 
And, when we tire thro ancient times to roam, 
Hear ſomething clever of the times at home? 
And, thi theſe grave-ones ſay, tis out of ſeaſon, 
There's precedent enough to give it reaſon, — 
But, huſh! he frowns, and beckons me away ; 

Farewell ! Teu'll laugh with me ſome other day. 
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Pag. lin. 
14. 24. for board read beard 


26. Title of the Second Speech, 
for HEIL I. read HASSAN. 


3% 8. for to withſtand thee, 
| read to withſtand thee ; —— 
47. 1. for arm read courſe 


48. 15. for Eg 1 
The ſlave that brought me this 


read 


The ſlave who brought me that 


Pd 


